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CORNEL 


ie Softer, Smoother Skin can be yours 
with just One Cake of Camay! 


Lady, if you'd be lovely, look to your 


complexion. A soft, clear skin is 


beauty’s first essential. Yes, and you can have 
a softer, smoother skin with just 
one cake of Camay...if you'll forego 
careless cleansing .. . go on the 
Camay Mild-Soap Diet! Just follow 
directions on the Camay wrapper. Camay— 
so mild it cleanses without irritation— 
can give your skin a thrillingly softer look! 


MRS. JOSEPH S. BAUDO 
the former Kathryn M. Cheetham of Forest Hills, N. Y. 


Bridal portrait painted by j ine. 


MEET THE BAUDOS 


Kay met Joe, a doctor, at a hospital 
dance. This was it! Kay is tall, dark 
and stunning—one of the most inter- 
esting-looking girls you ever saw! 


The site is chosen for the Baudos’ home on 
Long Island. They'll build soon. And in 
the meantime, Kay stays on the Camay 
Mild-Soap Diet. Let it help you too! 


but will you keep ; 


Outre sugar-sweet... 


Guard your after-bath freshness— 


stay nice to be near with Mum 


[POSS SS SS Ee es Be | 


Of course you’re sweet and fragrant 
after that refreshing shower. But, 
Honey, don’t expect too much of your 
bath. Remember, it can’t protect you 
against risk of fwtwre underarm odor. 


Ya ne ED Se me ee ee ee, ee ee ee ee ee ee 


So play safe. Be sure. Complete your bath 
with Mum. After you wash away past 
perspiration, let Mum guard your charm 
all day or all evening. 


Cay 
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checks perspiration odor 


1. Safe for charm. Mum checks under- 
arm odor, gives sure protection all day 
or all evening. 


° 2. Safe for skin. Snow-white Mum is if 
gentle, harmless to skin .. . forms no 
irritating crystals. 


3. Safe for clothes. No harsh ingre- 
dients in Mum to rot or discolor fine 
fabrics. Economical, Mum doesn’t dry 
out in the jar. Quick, easy to use, even 
after you're dressed. 
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Published in The greatest 
this space star of the 
every month screen! 


We love ‘‘Fiesta’’. We recommend 
“Fiesta’’. ‘“Fiesta’’ is the most-a of the 
best-a. And so is Esth-a! 


* * * * 
We refer, of course, to lovely Esther 
Williams, who lends her glamorous 
presence to M-G-M’s big Technicolor 
spectacle, “‘Fiesta’’. 

1 kek 
Even stand- 
tpniee iS tall 
Esther is lovely 
to look at. And 
when she swirls a 
matador’s cape in 
the bull ring, or 
dances a flaming. 
Latin flamenco, or 
romances under the 
mellow Mexican 
moon—ai-ai-ai! 

kkk 
You'll revelin 
gay ‘Fiesta’ — 
and meet, for the 
very first time, 
handsome new- 
comer Ricardo 
Montalban, the 
M-G-M star dis- 
covery whose 
torrid love makes 
the screen curl up at the edges. 


E Ko KOK ek 
Ricardo’s equally adept at dancing and 
at the strings of a guitar . . . equally 
audacious in the bull ring and in the 
moonlight. Welcome, Good Neighbor! 


ee xk *x* 
The beauty of 
Esther Williams 
# ... the manliness 
of Montalban... 
the music of 
Mexico .. . the 
magic of Techni- 
color...the thrills 
' of the arena— 
that’s M-G-M’s 
“Fiesta’’. 
Is - * * * 
Viva! we say for Director Richard 
Thorpe, Producer Jack Cummings and 
a prime supporting cast: Akim Tamiroff, 
John Carroll, Cyd Charisse, Mary Astor, 
Fortunio Bonanova. Also for screen 
playmen George Bruce and Lester Cole. 
Kr x. * * 
“Fiesta” leads off a festival of M-G-M 
hits. Soon ‘““The Hucksters”’ comes to 
town, with Clark Gable (as Vic Norman) 
and lovely Deberah Kerr (pronounced 
“new star’). Wait till you see Frederick 
Wakeman’s bombshell best-seller! You'll 
be saying “Love that picture!” 
Ke. ec 

Coming along, too, is “Song of Love’, 
starring Katharine Hepburn, Paul 
Henreid and Robert Walker. We'll say 
only one thing about it: ‘Song of Love” 
is one of the ten greatest love stories of 
all time. 

* * * 
Meantime, be a 
guest-a at ‘“‘Fiesta’’. o 
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By day, disguised as a  y Ree 
man, she fought the fiercest \/ a 
beasts in Mexico’s bull ring— Nf 


but at night, in the arms of her 
sweetheart, she was all woman! 


M-G-M’s BIGGEST, GAYEST 
TECHNIGOLOR SPECTACLE 


ESTHER WILLIAMS 


MARY FORTUNIO 


TAVIROFF = GHARISSE = CARROLL ASTOR ~ BONANVA 
INTRODUCING RICARDO MONTALBAN 


Gorgeous 


ESTHER WILLIAMS 


is an eyeful 
—in dazzling evening gowns! 
—in matador costume! 
—in bathing scenes! 


A : . A 


Music! The dance of desire — 
=. With exotic Cyd Charisse. — 


_ ORIGINAL SCREEN PLAY by GEORGE BRUCE and LESTER COLE 
pA METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER PICTURE 3 


; Torrid romance with new Saved by a miracle - 
star Ricardo Montalban! = from _death:in the arena! 


“Tietied by RICHARD THORPE - Produced by JACK CUMMINGS — 


. 
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At Tony Martin's Beverly Hills Hotel party, Annelle and Mark Stevens It was a real treat for Judy Donlevy, 4, the day her daddy escorted her 
kibitzed their host, while he tried to order up more hors d'oeuvres. to N. Y.'s Stork Club for lunch—and a present (in the box). Brian and 
“That's my literally agent,"' Mark kept insisting, “calling about my book.'' Marj. Lane were divorced last February, after I! years of marriage. 


BANSGe Se 


Esther Williams and Ben Gage are still talking about the vacation they 


Sue Ladd's new streamlined figure drew raves at the Ice Capades open- ,. 
spent at Arrowhead Springs. At the Martin party, they found a fascinated ing. Grapefruit—cold and baked—helped do it! Alan, who has sold his) 
listener in Janet Blair. Ben and Es are busy laughing at divorce rumors. interest in the Mayfair Restaurant, is now concentrating on ranching. | 
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B Before Van and Evie Johnson announced 
hat the stork would visit them in December, 
vie had the most divine squelch for women 
vho kept asking her if she were going to 
lave a baby. 
| Before a stork-minded femme could get to 
ter at a party, Evie would spot the unspoken 
fuestion in the eye, then go up to the belle 
md say, “Are YOU going to have a baby?” 
Such sputterings and stammerings you've 
pever heard—particularly when some of the 
}ictims weren't even married! 
| Up until a few hours ago, Evie insisted 
aat she and Van were not “expecting.” 
“It's just that we happen to have the most 
tyonderful cook in the world and both Van 
“md I are putting on weight, which we'll have 
‘ > start watching,” she would say. 


The Ty Power-Lana Turner romance dazzles Hollywood. They fly his boss, Darryl Zanuck, to and from Palm Sprin 


Well, now we know that Van will defi- 
nitely be a father, before the end of the year. 
= = * 

I don't often report items like this—because 
they are better left unsaid. But in this case, 
I think some good can be accomplished even 
though I mention no names. The girl in ques- 
tion will know whom I mean. 

If she thinks the great amount of drinking 
she is doing is unknown to her studio bosses, 
she is seriously mistaken! It’s true that she 
doesn't make an exhibition of herself in public 
or in night clubs. But that is not the point. 

This dangerous habit to which she is fall- 
ing victim is marking her face with lines and 
kidney circles under the eyes, and the hang- 
overs she suffers shows in the dull, slow way 
she reads her lines. 


tel Seca é ahead 


gs every week-end. 


How silly and pointless this all is. There is 
nothing in her life to “drive her to drink.” 

She has a wonderful contract with one of the 
big companies. She is in love with a very fine 
boy. She has friends rooting for her to go 
straight to the top of the movie ladder. And 
she has youth and beauty. 

But, believe me, she won't keep any of these 
things if she continues along her present path 
to a smash-up. I was present at a dinner party 
the other night attended by one of the top 
men at her studio. He told me she had lost out 
on a very good role because they couldn't take 
a chance on her. 

In this case, a word to this very “unwise’’ 
young lady should be sufficient. 


+ * * 


I don’t know what's happened to Hedy 


louella parsons good news 


Mrs. Hyatt Dehn (whom-you'd recognize 
as Ginny Sims if she had a microphone in 
her hand) holds son David, nine months. 


Competition for Charlie McCarthy: Can- 
| dice Bergen, daughter of Edgar and 
Frances B., celebrates her first birthday. 


eo 


Kimberly Kyser, |! months old, is really 
too young to smoke; the matches are 
for her ma, Georgia Carroll Kyser. 


Master Robert Cummings, Jr. (second baby from left) was definitely the Older Man at Candice 
Bergen's birthday party. But in spite of his fifteen months, mama Mary Elliott Cummings still had 
to wipe his mouth. Georgia (left) and Ginny (right) had a wonderful—but exhausting—time. 


Lamarr. I saw her walking along Vine Street— 
slacks, shirt, bandanna tied around her 
head, and looking anything but glamorous. I 
passed her by and didn’t recognize her. 

Even if Hedy is down and blue, she shouldn't 
appear in public on a crowded business street 
in slacks and a bandanna over her head. There 
are hundreds of women who idolize Hedy and 
think of her as glamorous, beautiful, and chic. 

It’s true she’s unhappy. Her marriage hasn't 
worked out just as she thought it should. She 
left John Loder once, and I wouldn't be sur- 
prised if she left him again. She feels she 
has had too much responsibility with two 
babies and four pictures all within three years. 

Well, maybe so—but for the sake of her 
public, Hedy should leave those troubles at 
home, and when she steps out on the street, 
look as a movie star should look—carefully 
turned out, beautifully groomed, and properly 
coiffured. 

* * * 

I was happy when I told you a few months 
ago that I was sure Greer Garson and Richard 
Ney had ironed out their troubles, but as I 
write this, they have separated, and I don't 
believe there will ever be a reconciliation. 

Greer is fond of Richard, but she thinks he 
has to grow up first. She believes they are 
better off apart. I see her dining sometimes 
with David Lewis, the producer, or Sam 
Raphaelson, the writer, usually talking busi- 
ness. I’m sure there is no other romance in 
her life, and I’m doubly sure there is no other 
in Dick's. 

(Continued on page 8) 
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SEE (7 Now... om now on you'll be hearing shout ct Mila lf 


IF SHE WERE YOURS 
COULD YOU FORGIVE ? 


THE NEW 
WARNER 


Directed by Produced by 


EN GERAY = VINCENT SHERMAN -JERRY WALD 


ORIGINAL SCREEN PLAY BY DAVID GOODIS AND JAMES GUNN « MUSIC BY MAX STEINER 


At designer Don Loper's swank fashion shop, a mannequin offers a sandal 
to Anne Baxter, while husband John Hodiak looks on. Anne, who's been 
working too hard, recently went on a long fishing trip with John, to relax. 


Ran into Kathryn Grayson and she told me 
that she’s the first bride-to-be on record who 
ever moved into the honeymoon house ahead 
of the groom! 

The housing shortage is responsible. 
“Johnny has a place to live and I haven't,” 
Kathryn said, “so I moved in even though only 
three rooms are furnished.” 

They aren't at all sure the house will be 
furnished for the Big Event. She said it wouldn't 
surprise her in the least to have the social 
columns report the wedding like this: 

“The bride entered from the partially fur- 
nished kitchen, and the happy couple ex- 
changed vows before an improvised altar in 
a corner of the empty living room. Guests 
remained standing throughout, because of the 
Shortage of chairs. The reception was a 
clubby affair in the cramped breakfast room.” 

* * * 

Even the most devoted of husbands like their 
wives streamiined, no matter what they say 
about loving the little woman just as she is. 
Listen to this: 

Alan Ladd is so proud of his Susie’s new 
frimness, since the birth of their last baby, 
that he left word in the kitchen that Mrs. Ladd 
was to get half a grapefruit for dessert every 
night. 

The other day, Sue had a few thousand 
words to say to the cook, herself. It all added 
up to the fact that she was tired of the same 
thing. 


“Oh, you don't have to eat cold grapefruit 
all the time,” replied the Queen of the Kitchen. 
“Mr. Ladd says if you get tired of that—you 
can have baked grapefruit!” 

* * Ed 

Lilli Palmer and Rex Harrison are completely 
redecorating their home, and Lilli told the in- 
terior decorator that Rex’s bedroom was to be 
done entirely in gray—gray ceiling, walls and 
floor. 

“And what will we use for color relief?” the 
decorator asked. 

“Nothing,” cracked Lilli. “He says he wants 
it all gray—and gray it will be unless he comes 
home in a blue funk or a red rage!" 

* * * 

When Shirley Temple signed to do Mary 
Hagen for Warners, it was in her contract 
that Mary Lou Isleid, who has been her stand- 
in for 14 years, would do her regular chore 
for this movie. 

I think it is really astounding and a coinci- 
dence that these two girls who started work- 
ing together when they were five years old 
have grown up and retained exactly the same 
measurements! 

Mary Lou's figure, height and weight are 
exactly the same as Shirley’s. 

Most stars acquire stand-ins after they are 
fully grown. But Shirley and Mary Lou set 
a record of some sort, or I miss my guess. 

* * * 
This has been a month of “‘little parties.” 


Instead of having a famous person as his guest of honor, famed host 
Atwater Kent threw an aviation party—with a Douglas DC-6 as the star! 
Among the younger guests were Scotty Beckett and Peggy Ann Garner. 


Irene Dunne was so intrigued with the new 
Rodeo Room of the Beverly Hills Hotel that 
she chose that spot for a small cocktail party. | 
The motif is very swanky modern “Western,” 
if you can imagine such a thing. Clever light- 
ing makes the soft tan and beige decorations 
look like desert gold and one whole side of the 
room is. taken up by an amazing frieze of 
illuminated cowboys. 

Irene was a vision in a cool green and white 
summer print against this background. “My 
feelings are hurt,” she whispered to me. 
“Everybody is asking me ‘what's the occasion 
for this party?’ There’s no occasion. I just 
felt like seeing my friends, and I think this is 
q@ stunning room.” 

Betty Hutton looked cuter than peanuts in 
a white dress with a snood-effect hat just 
dripping little pink roses. If there was ever 
a time when Betty and Ted Briskin were hav; 
ing their troubles, that’s all over since the 
birth of the baby. The only time they stop 
holding hands is when Ted reaches in his 
pocket to bring out pictures of their debutante 
of 1960. 

Natalie Draper, with her bright red hai 
was a stunner in one of the new ‘daytime 
long dresses in a soft shade of green. 

Ted North, one of the best looking boys i 
this town, was stagging it—which ain't fai 

Right in the middle of the festivities, I n 
ticed everybody crowding around the big wi 

(Continued on page 10) 


Wherever he 
went there 
> was a lovely 

» face, a trim 
ankle and 
melodies that 
set an era 
aflame! Gad, 
what a life! 


. The story of 
| | Joe Howard, 
America’s _ : 
most romantic OU \ Secs 
troubadour ! S I 


Color by 


i MARTHA STEWART - REGI 


LENORE AUBERT - WILLIAM FRAWLEY - GENE NELSON ° TRUMAN BRADLEY + GEORGE Be een 
Directed by LLOYD BACON ° Produced by GEORGE JESSEL 
Screen Play by Lewis R. Foster 
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NALD GARDINE 


CENTURY-FOR 
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Larry Parks and Betty Garrett were interviewed by the roving mike reporter at the 
opening of Ice Capades. What the radio announcer probably asked Larry to do was 
to “make like Al Jolson'—a request he hears everywhere he goes these days. 


Bob Hutton and his Cleatus 


wite, 
at the. ice show premiere. 
the specs he's cleaning. 


dow overlooking the swimming pool—and no 
wonder. Johnny Weissmuller and Esther 
Williams were both down there doing exhibi- 
tion dives and water stunts. Believe me, they 
were simply wonderful. We were all sorry 
when the light faded and we couldn't watch 
those two water babies any longer. All in 
all, Irene’s “little party” was a splashing 
success. 
* * * 

Want a good beauty tip straight from one 
of the prettiest faces in Hollywood? 

I was in the beauty parlor the other day, 
and as I passed a booth where Audrey Totter 
had just finished putting on a brand new 


Caldwell, were among the happiest spectators 
Poor Bob can't see two feet in front of him without 
The Huttons are headed for a delayed honeymoon soon. 


makeup, I was surprised to see her go over 
to the tap and dash cold water in her face! 

“What's that for?” I asked. 

“Oh, it's a little trick I. learned a long time 
ago,” she said. “There’s nothing so unattrac- 
tive to me as a face that shows every bit of 
freshly applied makeup—the powder, the 
rouge and the definite line where the lipstick 
has just been applied. Well, if you want to 
do away with that—just dash cold water over 
your face and blot it dry with a towel. It 
gives a completely natural, unmade up look.” 

It certainly gave that to Audrey. Give it a 
try. * * * 

No one even suspected that Spencer Tracy 


was an amateur veterinarian until he success- 
fully brought his pet dog through a serious 
intestinal infection. 

Then it came out that he has bred and raised 
two young colts which he intends to race im 
California. 

_ But Spence, who is the quietest guy in the 
world and seldom talks about his interests, 
just tosses it off with, “Oh, I've been interested 
in veterinary work for some time and have 
been reading a lot of books on the subject.” 


* * * 


The wackiest set to visit is the one on which 
Annie Sheridan and Errol Flynn are making 
Silver River at Warners. 

The day I dropped over, Ann was walking 
around in hoop skirts, very heavy, with ice 
packs on her feet!. ‘‘These danged costumes 
are so heavy my feet are killing me,” quoth 
the amazing Miss Sheridan, who refuses to give 
a hoot for glamor where comfort is concerned. 

Over in a corner, Errol Flynn was in a huddle 
with a salesman, fingering the most beautiful 
Irish linen, and when I asked, “For hankies?” 
he replied, ‘"Nope—for dresses for two beauti- 
ful girls—my daughters.” 

The doors to their portable dressing-rooms 
happened to be open, and when I glanced in 
I noticed that both were adorned with baskets 
of the most wilted flowers I have ever seen. 
It started out as a gag on Errol’s part—send- 
ing Annie the most dilapidated posies he 
could order from the florists. But Annie got 
wind of what was up, and ordered equally 
dried up specimens delivered to Errol the 
same time on the same day! 

These two have made so many pictures to- 
gether and know each other so well they 
are continually trying to think up new gags, 
but Flynn seldom gets away with anything be- 
cause he swears Annie has a “pipeline” to his 
gags, and either beats him to them or dupli- 
cates them. 5 

Some way or another, even with all these 
shennanigans going on, they get a movie 
made—and most of the time they are good 
ones. 

* * * 

It's no publicity story that Lauren Bacall 
wants out of her Warner contract to settle down 
and be just plain Mrs. Humphrey Bogart. She 
even signs photographs sent out to fans, 
“Lauren Bacall Bogart.” (Well, Olivia de Havil- 
land returns mail that is not addressed to 
Mrs. Marcus Goodrich!) 

I think the thing with Lauren, or Betty. 
as her friends call her, is that she has no bum- 
ing ambition for a career of her own. People 
ask, ‘‘But how can a girl want to give up fame 
and her own career when things are breaking 
so well?” 

It has happened before. Loak at Alice Faye. 


* * + 


Van Johnson is “tennis happy” and I’m not 
kidding. He just doesn’t talk about anything 
else these days—except Evie! 

This summer he goes to Honolulu, where he 
will play several exhibition matches with Jack 
Kramer and Ted Schroeder, and when you play 
with those gents, you have to be good. (Ii he 
played like a mudlark, he'd still draw the 
girls to the courts, I betcha.) 

(Continued on page 12) 


Only a 
Sucker Would 


Turn His Back... 
ona 


_ Dynamite 
Dame Like 
This !... 


Killer mob closing 
in!...A blonde in 
: his arms who might 
<5 . i double-cross him for 
PRESENTS 2 : : a dime... anything can 
ua happen toa guyin 
the toughest rack 


PAT 0’BRIEN | io tough Panama! 
WALTER SLEZAK 
ANNE 


: with ° 
PERCY KILBRIDE 
JEROME COWAN 


Lately, I’ve been amused at how many of 
our stars run to form where their party man- 
ners are concerned. Recently, I attended a 
cocktail party where most of the big names in 
Hollywood were present and I noticed— 

That Spencer Tracy always joins a group 
of men—and sticks with them. 

That Joan Fontaine and Bill Dozier remain 
the shortest time. They dash right in and 
dash right out again. 

That Roz Russell never wears the same gown 


twice. 

That Dinah Shore and George Montgomery 
never touch anything to drink but they just 
l-o-o-ove hors d’oeuvres. 

That Lauren Bacall wears the most tailored 
gowns—even dinner dresses. 

That Greer Garson experiments the most with 
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Jerome Courtla 


nd's Sunday afternoon swimming parties are a gay habit with 


different hair-dos. Greer is seldom coiffured 
the same way twice. 

Joan Crawford, whether she arrives with 
Greg Bautzer or some other escort, always 
leaves early enough to get to the Mocambo or 
Ciro’s for an hour or so of dancing. 

Cary Grant usually arrives alone, but usually 
spots a beautiful belle to whom he devotes 
himself for the rest of the evening. 

Tyrone Power refuses all social invitations 
if he is making a costume picture. Too self- 
conscious about his long hair and sideburns. 
But Cesar Romero doesn't care about beards. 

Lana Turner attracts the most candid cam- 
era shots. 

The best “eater’—Van Johnson. 

* * * 


Close-Up of Lana Turner: She drives Tyrone 


sample the 


Others 


A 


8: 


the movies younger set. This particular Sunday, though, the sun wouldn't shine; 
in fact, it was cold! But Elizabeth Taylor dared Jerome to don swimming trunks. 


played tennis, 


Power crazy by. laughing before he gets to. 
the point of a story—but he loves her just the 
same. She drives others crazy when she tells 
stories of her own. She always misses the 
point! 

She’s one of the best dressed girls in Holly- 
_wood—but seldom makes any of the “ten 
best-dressed” lists. 

She both hates to go to bed—and hates to 
get up. 

She thinks black over pink is the most se- 
ductive combination a woman can wear. 

When she’s in the mood, she can talk “jive” 
with the best of the jitterbugs. 

She buys every new shade of lipstick that 
comes on the market whether it’s for blondes 
or brunettes, because she never knows which 
color she’s going to have her hair. But her 


With swimming counted out, guests Shirley Temple and John Agar 
second-best feature—the wonderful 


picnic food. 


listened to records—or just loated. 


favorite is a pale pink “Watermelon,” 

She is very proud of the amateur portraits 
she makes of her daughter, Cheryl, and likes 
them better than the professional ones. 

When she does her bedroom over again, it 
will be in yellow and orchid. 

She “sneaks” candy and pastries and then 
gives others advice about dieting. 

‘Because she has a naturally gay disposition, 
she laughs a lot and likes to be around people 
who are happy. 

Around the M-G-M lot, she has the reputation 
for being easy to get along with. 

She loves to go to parties, but hates to give 
them. As. a hostess,.she worries. 

Like Edna St. Vincent Millay, ‘there isn’t a 
train she wouldn‘t take—no matter where it’s 
going’’—or a plane, either!. 


Among the record-enthusiasts were Liz Taylor and Jan Ford. The war- Both Joyce and Marshall Thompson brought their swimming 
bling on the disks was done by Jérome, himself—and he's quite good. togs, but their bathing suits never got wet—or worn! After some 
He won't sing professionally, though, until he’s had more training. strenuous sets of ping-pong, they helped devour the party delicacies. 
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dorothy kilgallen selects “the bachelor and the] bobby soxer™ 


M Years ago, when I watched Shirley Temple dimple and coo as a curly-topped 
five-year-old, little did I dream that one day I would be referring to this beruffled 
angel as “sexy.” But the interests of science compel me to report that a new Shirley 
Temple—almost adult, deliberately alluring and admirably designed for sweaters 
—is on view in The Bachelor And The Bobby Soxer, and in a refined way she 
is giving Lana Turner quite a run for her money. 

In fact, I can hear the whistles from the balcony now. 

What is more to. the point of this report, I can hear noisy applause for The 
Bachelor And The Bobby Soxer, a bright and delightful picture designed to give 
anyone in any family anywhere—grandmas in Grand (Continued on page 16) 


Poise—that's what Cary Grant needs to beat Rudy Vallee. Shirley Temple, Myrna Loy, Ray Collins and: Harry Davenport lend moral support. 


MAGIC STARS: MAGIC story: 


MAGIC ENTERTAINMENT! 


ae 
ee 
ae 


Their meeting was 
saucy and flippant! 


Their romance 
found birth in the magic 
of a sudden kiss! 


Their love 
jeopardized the happiness 
of thousands! 


et Pie ekicg 


TELECTRIC-as only the 


peu 


stars of “It's A Wonderful 
Life“ and The Yearling” 
can be!” 


win NENT SMITH x NED SPARKS : WALLAGE FORD * Ann Shoemaker - Donald Meek 
Written and Produced by ROBERT RISKIN - Directed by WILLIAM A. WELLMAN : ite sil ripe le 


WOMEN GAVE 
THEIR LIVES 
FOR 

HIM... 

AS 
READILY 

AS THEY 
GAVE 

THEIR 

LIPS! 


Man among men. 
Lover.. Adventure 
Soldier-of- fortune 
his life and loves: 
made anew king 
of history! 


C J. ARTHUR RANK 
presents NS 


FSTTWART GRANGER 


.the Screen’s Great New Lover! . 
6 Feet Three of MANI 


JEAN KENT 
ANNE CRAWFORD 


nN in li 


Canavan 


with DENNIS PRICE © ROBERT HELPMANN 
From the novel by Lady Eleanor Smith i 
\ Screenplay by Roland Pertwee 4 
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Produced by Harold Huth 
S Executive producer Maurice Ostrer 


Directed by Arthur Crabtree 
A GAINSBOROUGH PICTURE 
AN EAGLE-LION FILMS 

RELEASE 


DOROTHY KILGALLEN SELECTS “THE 
AND THE BOBBY SOXER” 


THE BACHELOR 


(Continued from page 14) 


‘| Rapids, patricians on Park Avenue and 


kids in Kokomo—an evening of happy 
hilarity. 

There must be a universal and grateful 
audience for this type of film, because 
while it is true that some people like to 
cry and some people like to worry about 
the state of the world, everybody likes to 
laugh. Here’s their chance. Here is merri- 
ment based on situations as familiar and 
normal as the adolescent phone call, the 
drug store sundae and the potato race, and 
anyone who has lived any part of a life- 
time in an average community can find 
identity and great humor in it. 

Myrna Loy (see page 68 for a story on 
Myrna) just as pretty and pert and appeal- 
ing as when she first got gay in The Thin 
Man, is a real charmer as a female 
judge, and Shirley is cast as her younger 
and more complicated sister. When Judge 
Myrna dismisses a case against an almost 
too attractive and more than somewhat 
playboyish artist, only to discover a few 
hours later that little sister Shirley has 
fallen wildly in love with him, the story 
is off to a spritely start on a series of 
incidents that, if not world-shaking, are 
certainly rib-tickling. 


Honey Chile (Ava Gardner)..... Bl 
A Man’s Castle (Dick Haymes)... 
Jeepnic (Elizabeth Taylor- 

Marshall Thompson) .......... oO 
Dream Guy (Macdonald Carey)... 
Palm Springs (Cornel and Pat 

Wilden ithe Woe toposes Oo 
Mirage in Mink (Lizabeth Scott) 0 
Little Maggie Comes To Town 


(Margaret O’Brien) ........... O 
Who, Me? (Larry Parks)........ oO 
Pair of Aces (James Stewart-Henry 

Fonda ca) ots ns eee oe 


(Gia eee Hee aay RCI Sir, 6 Zones: 


FREE SUBSCRIPTIONS! 


Would you like to receive the September, October and November issues of 
MODERN SCREEN absolutely free? Every month we give away 500 three-months 
subscriptions to the first 500 of you who fill out the questionnaire below and mail 
it to us IMMEDIATELY! Pretty neat, isn't it? We tally your choices, find out 
what stars you like to read about in MS, so we can give you the kind of magazine 
you like—and you may win three free issues—if you hurry! 


> QUESTIONNAIRE 


What stories and features did you enjoy most in our August issue? WRITE THE 
NUMBERS |, 2, and 3 AT THE RIGHT OF YOUR Ist, 2nd and 3rd CHOICES. 


Which of thevaboverdid! yout likes EAST 292 -) semis aparece eee 
What 3 MALE stars would you like to read about in future issues? List them, I, 2, 


3, in order of preterence............. 


3, in order of preference............. 


MMP (lelnie: [Sa cloos co be sccogducoeso0KsaS 


My address sis: ape cis-ea<ceeheemensneysiry sie 


Sitehi@lo sistas alas cs amiia.aecne years old 


ADDRESS THIS TO: POLL DEPT., MODERN SCREEN 
149 MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK 16, N. Y. 


Cary Grant, of course, plays the artist, 
and with considerably more lighthearted- 
ness than he has shown in reeent seasons. 
It’s becoming. He seems actually to be - 
having fun with the comedy scenes, his 
manner with the tirelessly predatory 
Shirley striking just the right balance of 
patience and desperation. His particular 
brand of widow’s-peak, black-eyed, casual- 
drape magnetism makes it easy for any 
female member of the parish to understand 
why Shirley falls for him, : 

Then there is Rudy Vallee. A few years 
ago some genius at type casting thought 
of putting Rudy in the role of a stuffy and 
pedantic young gent, and he was frans- 
formed into one of Hollywood’s most de- 
sirable comedians. The trick is done again 
here: he is an assistant district attorney 
vaguely enamored of Myrna and with 
his briefcase, Yale collar and air of 
canonization he might have stepped right 
out of the old Tom Dewey racket- 
busting office. He is extremely funny, and 
I am afraid he steals a good many of the 
scenes. 

But it is a gay kind of larceny, appro- 
priate in one of the gayest comedies to 
flit across the screen in a blue moon. 


James Mason Life Story....:....00 
Male Animal (Rory Calhoun)....0J 
Out Ot The Mouths of Babes 

(Dennis Morgan) ...........-- oO 
Poise, It’s Wonderful! (Myrna Loy) 
Sound of Laughter (Rosalind 


Russell) 2.0). AS eee | 
Welcome Stranger! (Bette Davis) 
by Hedda’ Hopper 25>. oe O 


Strange Woman (Joan Crawford) Lj 
The Jolson-Crosby Story (Al Jolson- 
Bing) Crosby) oe ee Oo 
“Jessie” For Short (Betty Grable) 
Good News by Louella Parsons... 


What 3 FEMALE stars would you like to read about in future issues? List them, !, 2, 


How far will she go {o trop o 
killer. 21 any other mon? 


Eight beautiful girls on his mind | 
«and all of them quite dead! 


Dont amwer thw ac... 


Mis alibi was dever...and she. 
“very, very beautiful, too! 


What does he seek as he prowls 
mysteriously through the night? 


Ti ee le ‘oh 
LUCILLE = CHARLES BORIS Oezy % | 
~ SANDERS - BALL « COBURN « KARLOFF yale 


A IN : the artist who lured 8 - 
: weil -ginls to their deaths? 


WITH 


_ SIR CEDRIC HARDWICKE + JOSEPH CALLETA 
ALAN MOWBRAY + GEORGE ZUCCO 


Directed by DOUGLAS SIRK « Screenplay by LEO ROSTEN 
PRODUCED BY JAMES NASSER 


e Producer, HUNT STROMBERG 


wleased thru United Artists 
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Uthocie (init: 


by VIRGINIA WILSON 


Louise (Joan Crawford) has been in love with David 
(Van Heflin) long enough to know he's no good and 


not worthy of her—but she can't help loving him. 


After David throws her over, Louise roams the streets 
looking for him. She cracks under the strain and is 
hospitalized. Dr. Willard (Stanley Ridges) treats her. 


Through all her troubles, Dean (Raymond Massey), her 
ex-employer whom she married, never deserts her. 
When he learns about David, he understands that too. 


POSSESSED 


In other, less scientific days, an insane per- 
son was said to be “possessed of a devil.” In 
those days a woman like Louise Howell (Joan - 
Crawford) would probably have been stoned 
to death. Now she is treated by psychiatrists, 
who patiently unravel the threads of her 
strange story. . . 

For our purposes, the story starts when 
Louise, a registered nurse, comes to take care 
of Mrs. Graham. The invalid is filled with 
jealous fancies, and imagines her husband, 
Dean Graham (Raymond Massey) is having © 
an affair with the new nurse. Louise actually 
is having an affair, but not with Dean. She is 
madly, uncontrollably in love with a cynical, 
worldly man named David Sutton (Van Heflin). 

David has made it clear from the start that 
he isn't serious, that for him it’s just one of 
those things. Gradually Louise grows more 
and more demanding, until at last,-tired of her 
possessiveness, he tells her the affair is over. : 
She refuses to believe it, pleading wildly 
with him to take her back. But he makes 
immediate plans to go to Canada on a mining 


Ts lee de ein A Nee Rt EOD Ta ae 


job for Graham. 

That night, Graham’s wife is drowned in the 
lake by their house. Accident? Suicide? Mur- 
der? The coroner says accident. The house- 
hold believes suicide. Except Louise. Her 
mind, unbalanced by her own emotional tur- 
moil, can recall nothing of that night. Did she 
drown Mrs. Graham, or let her drown? She 


isn't sure. 

In a year’s time, Louise is married to Graham 
and they are living in a beautiful house 
in Washington. Graham's eighteen-year-old 
daughter, Carol (Geraldine Brooks), can't make 
herself love her father’s new wife. She doesn’t 
trust her, and they don’t see much of each other. 

Then David Sutton comes back from Canada, 
and an already explosive situation is touched 
off. Louise tries to convince him that he still 
loves her. He tells her brutally that he never 

- did, and starts to take Carol out. Louise's 
mind gives way under the shock, and Graham 
learns quite suddenly that his wife is insane. 
Events move with appalling swiftness to their 
terrible climax. ; 

Joan Crawford turns in another Oscar-worthy 
performance. Van Heflin gives a convincing - 
portrayal of a heel, and young Geraldine 
Brooks is a definite discovery —War. 

(Continued. on page 20) : 
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COLUMBIA 


PICTURES 
presents 


& 


WORTH 


HAY 


HEAR THE NEW SONG HITS 


“They Can’t Convince Me” 
“Let’s Stay Young Forever" 
“People Have More Fun Than Anyone” 


with 


- eowaro evenerT HORTON 


wan FRAWLEY 
Songs by Allan Roberts and Doris 
A DON HARTMAN PRODUCTION 


ywwes GLEASON 


wune PLATT - rouno CULVER 


- eronge MAGREADY 


none JERGENS 


Original screenplay by Edwin Blum 


Fisher 


Don Hartman 


ALEXANDER HALL 


% 


irected by 
Mise 
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GIRLS, GIRLS 
EVERYWHERE, BUT 
NOTA GIRL FOR ME! 
HOW COME EVERY Guys 
GOT CUDDLE-CARGO 
BUT ME, SAM? 


YOU NEED yOUR 
DENTISTS SCHOOLING ON 
HOW TO SQUARE AWAY 
THAT BAD BREATH 
OF YOURS, JOE! 
eos ay 


TO COMBAT BAD BREATH, I RECOMMEND 
COLGATE DENTAL CREAM! FOR SCIENTIFIC 
TESTS PROVE THAT IN 7 OUT OF 10 CASES, 
COLGATE'S INSTANTLY STOPS BAD BREATH 

THAT ORIGINATES IN THE MOUTH! 


ech. 
“Colgate Dental Cream’s active penetrating 
foam gets into hidden crevices between teeth 
—helps clean out decaying food particles— 
stop stagnant saliva odors—remove the cause 
of much bad breath. And Colgate’s soft pol- 
ishing agent cleans enamel thoroughly, 
gently and safely!” 


THANKS TO 


GATE DENTAL CREAM 


NO WOE FOR ME—NoOwW! 
JUST HUBBA! HUBBA! HUBBA! 


ae 


COLGATE 
DENTAL CREAM 


Cleans Your Breath 
While It Cleans 
Your Teeth! 


Always use 

COLGATE DENTAL CREAM 

after you eat and before 
every date 


Host Tom Mitchell asks wife Selena Royle and 
son Dean Stockwell if Van is a ‘'damnyankee." 


ROMANCE OF ROSY RIDGE 


I think you'll like Van Johnson better in 
this than in any picture he’s ever made. There's 
warmth and sincerity in his portrayal of a 
young man with a difficult mission to perform. 
Janet Leigh is perfectly cast as a shy, pretty 
girl in backwoods Missouri. The time is right 
after the Civil War. The story is of the Mac- 
Bean family, and of Henry Carson (Van 
Johnson) who comes to live with them. 

Gill MacBean (Thomas Mitchell) fought on 
the Confederate side in the war. So did his 
son, Ben (Marshall Thompson), who is still 
missing. It’s hard for Gill to run the farm 
alone. His wife, Sairy (Selena Royle) and 
daughter, Lissy (Janet Leigh) do all they can. 
Even little Andrew (Dean Stockwell) lends a 
hand. Still, it would be mighty nice if they 
could get a strong young man to help. 

But when a strong young man comes along, 
in the person of Henry Carson, Gill is reluctant 
to let him stay. Henry won't come out and 
say which side he fought on. Just does a lot 
of talking about how folks ought to forget the 


After the Civil War, Van Johnson lives with— 
and charms—Janet Leigh's southern family. 


Comes the showdown and Van's in real trouble 
with Chas. Dingle, Guy Kibbee and their friends. 


fighting and settle down to helping their neigh- 
bors. But folks aren't feeling very neighborly 
because of the “night riders’—a masked 
group who have been burning barns at night. 

No one knows who they are, but as Gill 
points out, “there ain’t no Northern barns been 
burned.” Meetings are held and feeling runs 
high. “It's plumb silly to talk like you do about 
having a dance, everybody together,” Gill tells 
Henry. “They'd be a-fightin’ in five minutes.” 

Henry doesn’t think so. He likes to sing 
and dance himself, and he believes other peo- 
ple do, too. And he’s sure Lissy would look 
lovelier than ever in a party dress. Because 
by then he and Lissy are in love. 

So they have the party, and for a little 
while everything's fine. Then trouble starts, 
and Henry has to come out at last and show 
which side he’s on. That looks like the end 
of the romance—until a dead man tells a tale. 

Wait till you hear Van singing those hill-billy 
songs. He's terrificl—M-G-M 

‘ (Continued on page 22) 


THE THRILLING STORY 
OF OLD CALIFORNIA'S 
MOST ROMANTIC DAYS 


filled with glorious love! 


JOSEPH SCHL DKRAUT 


| ELSA LANCHESTER © HUGO HAAS © LENORE ULRIC 


And Introducing The American G. 1. Chorus 
lyrics by EDWARD HEYMAN 


Directed by ALLAN DWAN 


Screen Play by ELIZABETH MEEHAN and RICHARD SALE 


The tough-shooting, ‘hard-fighting times of 
pioneer California. Days filled with adventure 
..- Nights filled with excitement... Hearts 


wr Ueaariahst by LAIRD DOYLE 
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Everywhere it goes the 
assurance of Beech-Nut 
for fine flavor goes with it 


ss 


It's all in the devs work for 


Betty fixes it so boy-friend John Lund can play 
her leading man—but John doesn’t like it at all! 


PERILS OF PAULINE 


Our beautiful blonde heroine, bound hand 
and foot, lies on the railroad track. Swift as 
death, the locomotive hurtles toward her. 
Pauline hasn't a chance! Or has she? See 
the next chapter of this thrilling serial, folks, 
at the same theater next week. . . 

Around 1914, Pearl White in Perils of 
Pauline was the hottest bet in the movie 
field. When you see Betty Hutton playing 
Pearl, you'll understand why. Pearl is quite 
a gal, even before she becomes a heroine star. 
“XK regular cut-up,’ the other girls in the sweat- 
shop where she works, call her. One day the 
boss has her deliver a dress C.O.D. to Julia 
Gibbs (Constance Collier), stock company 
actress. Pearl is so impressed with this “grande 
dame” that she hands over the dress for noth- 
ing, on condition -that she get a try-out in 
the stock company. 2 

The company is run by Michael Farrington 
(John Lund). He reluctantly gives Pearl her 
chance, and she wows the audience with a 
wild novelty number. She stays on with the 
company, sewing, ironing and once in a while 
doing a walk-on. At last Mike lets her do a 


When World War | breaks out, Betty leaves the 
movies to entertain our soldiers in Europe. 


scene with him in a South Sea Island play. | 
This leads to utter chaos, and Pearl gets fired. | 

Julia leaves with her. She and an actor | 
called Timmy (Billy de Wolfe) are both fond 
of Pearl. Mike is more than fond of her, but 
hasn‘t sense enough to know it. Pearl still 
has a stubborn determination to be an actress. 
It is through Julia, a lion, and a@ custard pie, 
that Pearl becomes “Pauline,” the dare-devil 
girl of the serials. Pearl loves it, even though 
McManus (William Demarest), the director. 
has her risking her neck every day. 

But she misses Mike. Eventually, she man-|j) 
ages to get him as her ieading man, and mar-} 
riage is just around the corner. Then Mike's 
pride gets in the way—he isn't going to be! 
Mr. Pearl White. Instead, he enlists in the 
Army, for war has just been declared. Pearl 
gives up pictures and goes to Paris where} 
she’s an enormous success as an entertainer. 
Eventually Mike, too, turns up in Paris and} 
Pearl gets another chance! And being Pearl. 
she makes the most of it. 

If you're looking for good escapist enter- 
tainment, this is it—Par. r 


DOLLAR BOOK CLUB now ... . take this 
amazing 2-in-] bargain .. . this DOUBLE 
package of best-sellers .. . 


as your first books from 
THE DOLLAR BOOK CLUB 


HINK of getting two 
of the best-selling 
novels today (you know 
what they cost in the 
publishers’ editions at re- 
tail) for only $1—not one, 
but BOTH for $1! “This 
Side of Innocence” and 
“In a Dark Garden” — 
what a package of reading 
enjoyment — and what a 
bargain! With it comes 
free membership in the 
Dollar Book Club—offer- 
ing the greatest savings in 
the book world today! 
Read facts below. 


THIS SIDE OF INNOCENCE 
by Taylor Caldwell 


MALIE, the whispered-about 

daughter of a drunken ne’er-do- 
well, sold herself into a marriage with 
wealth and position. Only one man 
could threaten the security of this 
Ttavishing minx—the wastrel half- 
brother of her husband. Then these 


IN A DARK GARDEN 
by Frank G. Slaughter 


ERE is a story that will hold you 
transfixed as you plunge with 
Julian Chisholm into a furious War be- 
tween the States. Fascinating charac- 
ters, including Lucy, intoxicating 
Southern belle, who gave her body 
recklessly but refused Julian’s offer of 


As a special inducement to join the 


two, the wanton and the wastrel, 
found themselves whirled into a law- 
less passion that defied every rule of 
honor. The Philadelphia Inquirer 
called this best-seller ‘“‘a masterful 
piece of story-telling ... pulsing with 
life.” 


honorable marriage. . . . Brave, lovely 
Jane, a mid-century Mata Hari, who 
would stop at nothing to gain her ends, 
yet whose coldly planned wedding be- 
came a thrilling romance. . .. If you 
liked ‘‘Gone With the Wind,” you'll 
love this great new novel! 


iy % 


Every DoLLAR Book 


N° other book club brings you popular current 
books by famous authors for only $1.00 
each. No other book club saves you 60 to 75 per- 
cent from the usual retail prices of books! y 

Yet membership in the Dollar Book Club is 
free and requires no dues or fees of any kind. 
You do not even have to take a book every 
month; the purchase of as few as six books a year 
keeps your membership in full force. In fact, 
for convenience most members prefer to have 
shipped and pay for books every other month. 


More Than Half a Million Families Buy 
Books This Money-Saving Way! 


Think of it! With book-manufacturing costs 
at an all-time high; with most popular current fic- 
tion selling for $2.75 and $3.00 in the publishers’ 
editions at retail, the Dollar Book Club con- 
tinues to bring its members the cream of the 
books for only $1.00 each! And in distinctive, 
full-size library editions bound in a format ex- 
clusively for members! The Club’s huge mem- 
bership makes such savings possible. 


Famous Authors—Top Best-Sellers | 


Outstanding fiction hits by such popular 
writers as W. Somerset Maugham, Kenneth 
Roberts, Mary Roberts Rinehart, and many 
others have been received by members for $1.00 
each, while the public was paying up to $3.00 


DOUBLEDAY ONE DOLLAR BOOK CLUB, Garden City, New York 


for the same books in the publishers’ edition, 
at retail. 


Start Enjoying Membership Now 


You need send no money now. Upon receipt 
of the attached coupon you will immediately 
be sent the Double Book Package consisting of 
“This Side of Innocence” and “In a Dark 
Garden.”” As a new member, you will be billed 
a total of only $1.00 for BOTH books. 

Then, every other month, you will receive 
the Club’s descriptive folder called The Bulletin. 
The Bulletin describes the forthcoming two 
months’ book selections. It also reviews about ten 
additional titles (in the original publishers’ edi- 
tions selling at retail for $2.50 or more) avail- 
able to members at only $1.00 each. You may 
purchase either or both of the two new selections 
for $1.00 each, or neither. Or, you may purchase 
any of the other titles offered for $1.00 each. 
The bargains are there—but only if you want 
them! 


Join Now—Send No Money 


When you receive ‘This Side of Innocence” 
and “In a Dark Garden” and consider that these 
are typical of the values you are privileged to 
buy for only $1.00 each, you will be more than 
happy to have joined the club. Mail the cou- 
pon today. 


CLus Selection Saves You 60% to 75%! 


MAIL THIS COUPON 

vies Sts Ganars***" | BOTH FOR $i 
Doubleday One Dollar Book Club, 

Dept. 8 M.M., Garden City, New York 


Please enroll me free as a Dollar Book Club subscriber 
and send me my two introductory membership books, 
“This Side of Innocence’ and ‘‘In a Dark Garden’’— 
both for $1.00. 

With these books will come my first issue of the free 
descriptive folder called ‘‘The Bulletin,’’ telling about 
the two new forthcoming one-dollar bargain book selec- 
tions and several additional bargains which are offered for 
$1.00* each to members only. I am to have the privilege 
of notifying you in advance if I do not wish either of 
the following months’ selections and whether or not I wish 
to purchase- any of the other bargains at the Special 
Club price of $1.00 each. The purchase of books is en- 
tirely voluntary on my part. I do not have to accept 
a book every month—only six during the year to fulfill 
my membership requirement. I pay nothing except $1.00 
for each selection received plus a few cents shipping cost. 


PLEASE 
Mr. 4 PRINT 
Mrs. } SR ee ce create ei ees guenmmiac ried a 
Miss 
SUICGWEUOIINGEES SGBniSckds Sano oH OLSO MENA GSS asc atone ate 3 
CHA CE 7A OSs Soa Qeaoor bes ODS OO BHO non Sep sid ois Gada 5 
SEO oc adnicandugesecae COU OOUHODLOBOOU CHO SHOU COT Re 5 
lf under 21, 
QCCU PALKOM ais sts lc laiarareteerorciaisge synitiaterisislefeiecettss Age, please. 


*Same Price in Canada: 105 Bond St., Toronto 2. 


It’s not the same thing at all—bridled 
Mother. Look. This is the only face I 
have—and I intend to take care of it. 
With a s-o-f-t tissue. A Kleenex Tissue. 
Good heavens — how many times do | 
have to tell you that Kleenex isn’t an- 
other name for tissues? 


I’ve got my NOSE to think of! blurted 
Sis. Talk about a raw deal! Jeepers — 
all day I’ve been quietly dying for some 
dreamy, soft Kleenex for these sniffles. 
And what happens? Smarty-pants, here, 
hands me ordinary fissues—when my 
nose knows there’s no other tissue just 
like heavenly Kleenex! 


Now I know... There is only one KLEENEX 


AMERICA’S FAVORITE TISSUE 


‘But I didnt say tissues... .\ said KLEENEX !" 


fof: 


Your Mother’s right —for once! Pop 
chimed in. Kleenex is different. Take 
this box. Does it say Kleenex? No! 
Does it serve up tissues one at a time — 
so you don’t have to fumble for ’em? 
No! So? Before you mistake other 
tissues for Kleenex — think twice, son! 


Vil learn you! winked Uncle Joe. 

Hold this gen-u-wyne Kleenex Tissue 

to a light. See any lumps, or weak 

spots? Never. You see Kleenex quality 

come smilin’ through— always the same 

—so you can bet Kleenex is plenty 
1] 


soft. And husky! Your eyes te 


you 
there is only one Kleenex. 
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Bob, Son of Battle: Lon McCallister plays a 
shepherd, and Edmund Gwenn, his cruel father. 


. 


BOB, SON OF BATTLE 


Peggy Ann Garner has her first romance in 
this picture. With Lon McCallister, which is — 
nice romancing, and in Technicolor. But it isn’t 
allowed to interfere too much with the story of 
Bob, son of Battle, the champion sheep-dog you 
read about years ago. : 

Lon McCallister plays David M’Adam, a 
Scotch shepherd boy. David doesn’t have much 
fun in life. His father (Edmund Gwenn) has 
become a cruel, embittered old man since his 
wife’s death. He beats David regularly, and 
seems to care for nothing in the world but 
whiskey and his great, ugly dog, Red Wull. 

Wull has won the Shepherds’ Trials once, 
and M’Adams is sure he will win again this 
year. Everyone else is convinced the cup will 
go to Bob, son of Battle. Bob is champion 
stock, and is the property of James Moore 
(Reginald Owen), a neighbor. The old man 
is fiercely jealous of Moore, not only because 
of Bob, but because young David spends as 
much time as he can at the Moores’ home. 

Mrs. Moore has taught David to play the 
violin, which he loves. Seventeen-year-old 
Maggie (Peggy Ann Garner) idolizes him. It's 
a peaceful, happy household, in complete con- 
trast to his own slovenly, un-homelike dwelling. 

One day David buys a violin of his own. 
He drives a thrifty bargain to get it, but even 
so, his father thrashes him soundly and tells 
him he must take it back. When Mrs. Moore 
dies in child-birth soon after, she leaves her 
violin to David. But M’Adam, in a drunken 
tage, smashes it, and David leaves home once 
and for all. : 

Meanwhile the sheep-owners round about are 
losing sheep. Some dog is killing them and 
they are sure it's Red Wull. M’Adam insists 
it must be Bob, but no one believes him. The 
Shepherds’ Trials are won by Wull again, 
since Moore doesn't enter Bob. “One more year 
and the Cup is mine and Wull's to keep,” | 
M'Adam gloats. But a great deal can happen 
in a year... 

Edmund Gwenn gives a superb performance 


as old M'Adam. The scenery has a mournful, — } 


haunting beauty that almost convinces you 
Scotland.—20th-Fox | 
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MIRACLE ON THIRTY-FOURTH 
STREET 

So you don't believe in Santa Claus! Well, 
you will, by the time Edmund Gwenn, Maureen 
O'Hara, John Payne and a wonderful little girl 
named Natalie Wood get through with you. 
Because that’s what the miracle is all about. 

It starts on Thanksgiving Day, when a win- 
dow dresser (Bob Gist) glances up from his 
arrangement of reindeer and Santa Claus to 
see an old gentleman with a white beard 
(Edmund Gwenn) motioning to him. “You've 
got Dunder and Blitzen in the wrong places,” 
the old gentleman says reprovingly. “Better 
change them around.” He wanders off, leav- 
ing the window dresser with his mouth wide 
open. 

Then the bearded man encounters the Macy 
parade all ready to start. When he finds that 
the parade’s Santa Claus has gotten roaring 
drunk, he takes over the job himself. He 
makes a wonderful Santa Claus; everyone 
says so. Doris Walker (Maureen O'Hara) 
who is in charge, hires him to play the regular 
Santa Claus at Macy’s store for the Christmas 
season. She asks him his name and he says 
Kris Kringle. That's Doris’s first inkling that 
there’s trouble ahead. 

The second one comes when she hears a 
report from pop-eyed toy clerks. It seems that 
if a child happens to ask “Santa Claus” for a 
toy the store doesn’t carry, Kris says cheerily 
“You can get it at Gimbel’s.”” In fear and 
trembling she goes-to Mr. Macy’s office. She 
finds him up to his ears in telegrams con- 
gratulating him on his “‘good-neighbor policy.” 
She gets a raise! 


But in the meantime, Doris is having trouble” 


at home. Her little girl, Susan (Natalie Wood) 
has been brought up by modern divorcée 
Doris not to believe in anything. Now, all of 
a sudden, Susan has started thinking that 
maybe there is a Santa Claus. And their next- 


door neighbor, Fred Gailey (John Payne) | 


says, looking at Doris, “I’ve been sure of it 
for a long while!” 

By the time all the ensuing complications 
are unraveled, you will have had a lovely, 
sentimental, Merry Christmas-ish kind of on 
evening.—20th-Fox 

(Continued on page 26) 
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Miracle on 34th St.: E. Gwenn makes J. Payne, 
M. O'Hara and Natalie Wood believe in Santa. 


i and his 
arms full of 


calls for help 


he fights his 
way to her 
for 
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‘Soaping dulls hair 
Halo glorifies it! 


Yes, even finest soaps 
and soap shampoos hide the 
natural lustre of your hair 
with dulling soap film 


@ Halo contains no soap. Made with a new patented 
ingredient it cannot leave dulling soap film! @ Halo reveals the 
true natural beauty of your hair the very first time you 
use it, leaves it shimmering with glorious highlights. @ Needs 
no lemon or vinegar after-rinse. Halo rinses away, 
quickly and completely! @ Makes oceans of rich, fragrant 
lather, even in hardest water. Leaves hair sweet, clean, 
naturally radiant! @ Carries away unsightly loose dandruff like 
magic! @ Lets hair dry soft and manageable, easy to curl! 

@ Buy Halo at any drug or cosmetic counter. 


> Reveals the Hidden Beauty of Your Hair! 
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Dear Ruth: Bill Holden, Joan Caulfield and Ed 
Arnold romp merrily through this soldier farce. 


DEAR RUTH 


Families are funny. You can do something. 
with the best intentions in the world, and the 
next thing you know your parents are practi- 
cally calling you a juvenile delinquent. And 
your older sister is saying she ought to cut 
your throat. When all you did was write some 
letters to a soldier—a lieutenant in the Air 
Force—and sign your sisters name and en- 
close her picture. 

Of course it does get sort of complicated 
when the lieutenant, whose name is Bill (Bill 
Holden), shows up all of a sudden. He’s madly 
in love with your sister, Ruth (Joan Caulfield), 
just from the letters and her picture. Whereas 
Ruth, of course, has never heard of him! 
Just to make it tougher, Ruth picks that day 
to get herself engaged to a jerk named Albert 
(Billy De Wolfe), who works in the bank. 

Anyway, this Bill arrives when neither you 
nor Ruth are at home and tells your mother 
(Mary Phillips) and father (Edward Amold) 
how crazy he is about the girl. When you 
stroll in that evening they are putting Ruth 
through a fast third degree about this lieu- 
tenant, and they catch on to the fact that 
you're responsible. Your father acts as if - 
he had no understanding of the facts of life, 
and Ruth is very narrow-minded about the 
whole deal. 

She does get more agreeable after she meets 
Bill, who's all done up in ribbons, and keeps 
sending her lilacs every hour on the hour. In 
fact, she gives Albert the brush-off so she can 
go out with Bill. She even pretends she did 
write the letters. 

But that just makes things worse, because 
Bill wants her to marry him right away. Before 
he gets sent somewhere with the occupation 
forces. You ought to hear what Albert says 
about that! 

Sure, it all works out, only in a funny way. 
And you get practically no credit for having 
really arranged the thing. Families are funny. 

("You is Marian, played by Mona Free- 
man in just the right key. )—Par. 


HER HUSBAND'S AFFAIRS 


It's been quite a while since there has been 
a good screwball comedy around. This is 


- 


720 


is ducking out | 
on a 575,000 
cold check... iy 


: if 4 
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Her Husband's Affair: That's Franchot Tone un- 
der the spinach—to Lucille Ball's surprise! 


definitely it, with Lucille Ball and Franchot 
Tone playing the wackiest pair you've ever 
encountered. 

Bill Weldon (Franchot Tone) is an adver- 
tising man. All too frequently, however, he is 
side-tracked by the fabulous inventions of his 
friend, Professor Glinka (Mikhail Rasumny), 
a mad Czecho-Slovak genius. 

Right now Bill is trying to get the Tappel 
hat account. Tappel won't give it to him 
unless he can get the Mayor to endorse Tappel 
hats. The Mayor won't endorse anything, as 
a matter of principle. But Bill’s gorgeous, 
zany wife, Margaret (Lucille Ball) tricks the 
poor man into posing in a Tappel hat at a 
baseball game. He doesn’t know he’s doing 
it, but that doesn’t matter—the account is now 
Bill’s. They can go to Bermuda on a second 
honeymoon. 

They have the bridal suite all reserved. 
Everything is set. Then Glinka shows up with 
a going-away present for Bill. An innocent 
looking little jar, it is. Glinka says it’s a 
by-product of the embalming fluid that is really ne ee ber il 
his life‘s work. “You use it instead of shav- | | 
ing, he says. “It removes hair.” 


Bill tries it and it works. He sees millions e298 but when 


7 million 
dollar chick | 


named 


and a 
| 


of dollars staring at him from this little jar. by et 

It will become a sensation overnight. He can- e g $ 
1} 
| cels the trip, and sells the cream to a manu- AK ild } Hy 
| facturer of shaving products. It’s a sensation, Aunt ati a $ i 

all right. Every man who tries it suddenly S 0 5 h k 

grows a three-foot beard overnight! eghtonstis ort e ta es 


Margaret comes to the rescue to the tune 


* 
of “From the Halls of Montezuma.” She tells a chance gefting : _ 
them to sell it as hair tonic. They do, and it there for \ 
{ 


grows glass instead of hair on people’s heads. iq of f 
Honest. 

Next thing Bill knows, he’s wanted for mur- 
der. Glinka’s murder. Let’s see Margaret get ) > 
him out of this one!—Col. 


CRY WOLF 


Barbara Stanwyck and Errol Flynn are an 
intriguing combination. The plot of Cry Wolf 
keeps them suspicious of each other most of 
the time, which seems like a waste of romantic 
material. Still, it's a good plot, with lots of 
suspense. It begins with the arrival of Sandra 
Marshall (Barbara Stanwyck ) at the big Cald- 
well estate. She has read in the papers that 


27 I 


with this taleum powder. 
so fragrant and cooling 


KEEP FRESHER: First, bathe. 
Then shake Cashmere Bouquet Talc 
all over your body. How fresh it 
leaves you. And cool. Divinely cool. 


FEEL SMOOTHER! Pamper the 
sensitive spots with extra Cashmere 


Pamper your person 
with Cashmere Bouquet 
Dusting Powder. 
Smartly packaged = 

with a big Uae 
velour puff. Ce 


AEE 


Bouquet Tale. Itssilkensheath of pro- 
tection insures you against chafing. 


STAY DAINTIER! It’s an inex- 
pensive luxury to use Cashmere 
Bouquet Talc lavishly and often. Gives 
your person the fragrance men love. 


Cashmere 
Bouquet 


Tale 


\with the fragrance men love 


Cry Wolf: Suspicion and intrigue stalk the high- 
voltage team of Errol Flynn and B. Stanwyck. 


young James Caldwell (Richard Basehart) 
has died. Now she is here to tell his uncle 
Mark (Errol Flynn) that she is James’ widow. 

Mark at first refuses to believe her. He also 
throws out some fast cracks about fortune 


hunters. yi Sandra admits calmly that she did ~ 


marry James for money—exactly $2,000, which 
he gave her so she could finish her studies for 
a doctor's degree in geology. In return, she 
became his wife “in name only” so he could 
get control of his fortune away from Mark. 
It had been left to James and his sister, Julie 
(Geraldine Brooks) with Mark holding the 
strings until they either married or reached 
the age of thirty. 

Sandra produces her marriage license, and 
Mark is forced to believe her. Julie, the seven- 
teen-year-old, is on Sandra’s side immediately. 
“Mark is just a jailer!” she says passionately. 
“Why, he won't even let me off the estate!” 
It soon becomes obvious that some very strange 
things are happening in the big, gloomy old 
house. There are screams and moans from 
Mark's laboratory at night. A bearded giant 


of a man comes and goes by a secret entrance. ~ 


Sandra stubbornly stays on, partly because she 
has become fond of Julie, and partly because 
she is convinced that James isn’t really dead. 
Then murder strikes and with it comes sheer 
terror.—War. 


SINGAPORE 


Smuggled pearls, a beautiful girl, a hand- 
some schooner captain and a couple of 
Oriental gunmen. With all that, how can you 
miss? Especially when the handsome man is 
Fred MacMurray. 

A few weeks before the Japs take Singa- 
pore, Matt Gordon (Fred MacMurray) brings 
his trim little schooner into port there. He 
finds himself the object of considerable atten- 
tion from Police Inspector Hewitt (Richard 
Haydn), and from a couple of crooks named 
Maribus (Thomas Gomez) and Sasha (George 
Lloyd). ; 

None of this worries Matt. He’s young enough 
not to mind taking chances. He blithely caches 


off the range... 


: Hh} 

i | | I 

i | | ! le ~ | | 
is at home | 
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Singapore: Ava Gardner and Fred MacMurray 
search George Lloyd for a string of pearls! 


the smuggled pearls, which are the cause of 
all this, in a safe hiding place, and goes out 
to look over the town. He finds that its most 
exciting landmark at the moment is an Amer- 
ican girl, Linda Grahame (Ava Gardner). 

It doesn't take long for Matt and Linda to 
fall in love. She misses her boat for home— 
on purpose, natch—and they plan to be mar- 
tied the day before Christmas. Matt gives 
Linda a string of perfectly matched pearls, and 
when Inspector Hewitt asks questions about 
them, he just gets a lot of double-talk. 

But on the wedding day, the Japs are ap- 
proaching Singapore. Matt leaves Linda at the 
church while he rushes off to get the hidden 
pearls. When he comes back without having oe 
been able to get them he finds that the church oe 
has been blown to pieces by a bomb. He i a ee : | 
sails away with a load of refugees in his a | : (| | 
schooner, and a load of tragedy in his heart. ie 

After the war he comes back to Singapore, ae ae Tae pape Rae f i 
still looking for the pearls. And meets Linda, 
who isn't dead after all, but has had amnesia. 
She is not only married to a man named 


Hollister (Roland Culver) but doesn’t even ye but when 
remember Matt. Aunt Matilde 


However, Maribus and Sasha remember him A u “ 
—and the pearls. It takes some fast action to cries Please! 


bri bout tisf li —Univ. 
ring about a satisfactory climax niv _. pardner, he 
WYOMING gets there for 


There are various ways of making a fortune. 
My favorite is the way the old Wyoming cattle agit 
barons did it. They got the land free from f i d 


the government, cut out a few mavericks from 
somebody else’s herd, and they were off! J D aca 
That's how Charlie Alderson (William cage 
Elliott) begins, back in 1870. His wife dies I 
in childbirth and he determines to found a Te 
fortune for his baby daughter, Karen. He 
sends her to Vienna to school when she’s v wie / 
only ten, with her old nurse, Maria (Maria a) : 
Ouspenskaya). When she gets back she is 
a@ young woman with her mother's beauty 
and her father’s stubbornness. 
By now life in Wyoming has become more 
complicated for the cattle ranchers. The 


Are you sure of your loveliness—sure the deodorant you now use gives you complete 
protection 24 hours of every day? Be sure—switch today to safe, new Odorono Cream. 


New Odorono Cream 
safely stops perspiration 
and odor a full 24 hours 


Wonderful, new wartime discovery 
gives more effective protection than 
any deodorant known. 


New Odorono Cream not only pro- 
tects your daintiness a full 24 hours, with 
the most effective perspiration-stopper 
known, but... 


It gives you the exclusive extra protec- 
tion of HALGENE . . . the new wonder 
ingredient that checks perspiration odor. 

Just think! One application of new 
Odorono Cream in the morning 
keeps you dainty —all day and night. 

It does not irritate. So safe and 
gentle—can be used after shaving. 


Stays soft and smooth down to 


the last dab. Never gritty. (Even if you 
leave the cap off for weeks.) 

Greaseless, stainless, vanishing. 
Odorono leaves no sticky film. Pro- 
tects dresses from perspiration stain 
and odor. 


More economical! Odorono gives 21 
more applications from a 39¢ jar than 
other leading brands. Savings on 10¢ 
and 59¢ sizes, too. (Odorono comes in 
liquid form, also.) 


Wyoming: John Carroll and Vera Ralston pause 
for romance in their hunt tor cattle-rustlers. 


government is refusing to grant more than a 
few acres to anyone, and the so-called 
"nesters," or homesteaders, are moving in. 
Lassiter (Albert Dekker), a slick character 
who seems to be the forerunner of the modern 
gangster, is using the “nesters” for his own 
purposes. Trouble is looming ahead, espe- 
cially for Alderson, Lassister’s first target. 

Alderson has the respect of everyone— 
and the shrewd advice of his young fore- 
man, Forrester (John Carroll). However, he 
is gradually needled by Lassiter into a bad 
error of judgment. He brings in a cut-throat 
named Jackson to use force against the 
"nesters." Forrester warns him, but the old 
man is too stubborn to listen. When his best 
friend, Windy (Gabby Hayes) is killed by 
Lassiter’s men, Alderson is sure he’s right. 
Forrester is equally sure he’s wrong, and 
Karen must decide between them. A wild 
climax provides the answer.—Rep. 


| SAW IT HAPPEN 


Before we came 
to New York from 
London, where my 
father is the offi- 
cial physician at 
the Gainsborough 
Studios, my sister 
and I were al- 
lowed to visit the 
set on which 
James Mason was 
working. In the 
film, Mason was playing a doctor, and 
my father was serving as “technical 
advisor.” During a lull, my father 
introduced my sister and me to Mr. 
Mason. He shook hands with us and 
began to talk medical “shop talk” 
with Dad. Father had to show him 
how to look,through an eye instru- 
ment. James screwed up one eye and 
looked into mine, through the instru- 
ment—what a moment! Then, James 
was shown how to use the instrument, 
while I continued to serve as his 
“guinea pig.” I shall never forget the 
moment when his eyes looked into 
mine! 


Shirley Bowman, 
Omena, Michigan 
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GREEN FOR DANGER 


Let me introduce Alastair Sim, an English 
actor who is, for my money, one of the fun- 
niest men on the screen. In Green For Danger 
he plays a Scotland Yard inspector who man- 
ages to be a good detective and a comedian 
at the same time. Trevor Howard, Leo Genn 
and Sally Gray form a romantic triangle, with 
murder as its base. 

The scene is a hospital in war-time England, 
and the first murder victim is a postman. An 
unimportant little man, you would have said, 
but he is important enough to someone so that 
he must be killed. He dies as he is being 
given an anesthetic, prior to a minor opera- 
tion. : 

At first it seems like an accidental death— 
heart trouble, perhaps. Then it is learned 
that Doctor Barnes (Trevor Howard) who gave 
the anesthetic, had another patient die in 
the same way a couple of years before. Later, 
when the death seems definitely to be murder, 
there are other suspects beside Barnes. Eden 
(Leo Genn), the surgeon, is one, and so is 
pretty Freddi Linley (Sally Gray), a young 
nurse who won't make up her mind whether 
she’s in love with Barnes or Eden. 

The next night there is a dance for the 
hospital staff. An undercurrent of tension is 
evident, and before the evening is over, Sister 
Bates (Judy Campbell) injects a note of com- 
plete hysteria. She screams defiantly to the 
crowd thai she knows who committed the mur- 
der and has evidence to prove it. Half an hour 
later, she is found dead in the operating room. 

That's when Inspector Cockrill (Alastair 
Sim) is called in. He's a big, gawky man 
with a bald head, and no one is much im- 
pressed by him—at first. But the murderer 
learns that he is a man to be reckoned with. 

Green For Danger is a quietly played, but 
intensely exciting, mystery. The acting of Leo 
Genn and Trevor Howard is a pleasure to 
watch.—Eagle-Lion 


i 


faces | 


GEORGE RAFT 
GEORGE BRENT = 
RANDOLPH SCOTT) = 
JOAN BLONDELL = 
VIRGINIA FIELD ll 


DOLORES MORAN | 
and ANN HARDING 


| 

| 

| 

Bcnedel ogeaus | 


ft SAW IT HAPPEN 


When John Gar- 
field and his show 
came to our bomb 
group in Southern 
Italy, naturally 
every GI on the 
base wanted to see 
Johnny in person. 
However, in the 
army, someone is 
always on duty, 
and Joe was the 
most disappointed kid on the post that 
night because he was Charge of Quar- 
ters. That was the show he wouldnt 
have missed for the world, but noth- 
ing could be done about it. Johnny 
Garfield, however, did do something 
about it! When he heard of Joe’s dis- 
appointment, through our medical 
officer, he came trekking over to the 
dispensary where Joe was working 
and, not only did he come himself, but 
he brought Eddie Foy along with him. 
While we were sweating out a line 
before the theater, to see John Gar- 
field in person, he was entertaining 
Joe privately at our group dispensary. 
Swell guy, John Garfield! 
William L. Eury, 
Bessemer City, No. Carolina 
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/ Reginald Denny « Douglas Dumbrille - Clarence Kolb » Dennis Hoey 
John Luel - Walter Sande « Joc Sawyer - Konstantin Shayne 
Screenplay by Laurence Stallings 


Adapted front original stories by. Ne | 
Lanrence Stallings and Richard H. Landau 


Produced by BENEDICT BOGEAUS * Directed hy Edwin kL Maria | 
Released thru UNITED ARTISTS Hea 
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Hedda Hopper, Merle 
Oberon, John Lund—they all played 


supporting roles to the 
Bill Hopper, Hedda's handsome son, could've been 


a movie star, but chose a business career instead star of the christening: Hedda's first 
He and Jane are thrilled over their first baby 


grandchild. 


Among those who wished health, wealth and happi- 
ness for Hedda's grandchild were Mr. and Mrs. John 
Lund, who raved over the baby’s christening-dress! 


"No, thanks, says Joan. "I think I'll stick to milk.” Anyway, it's nice having 
someone as lovely as Merle Oberon toast your future in champagne. Hedda fig- 
ures that in 20 years, Joan will take over her MODERN SCREEN assignments. 


Proud Mama Jane lets Hedda spoil her off-spring 
because, after all, that's every grandma's special 
prerogative! And, like all babies, Joan loved it. 
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Smart Evening Necklines reveal 
lots of skin! For utmost flattery, use 
Malibu Tan on every bit of skin that 
shows. You'll adore this divine new 
face powder shade by Lady Esther. 


HOw 


LADY ESTHER’S 4 


FLATTERS YOUR SKIN AT NIGHT! 


It’s Summer’s Most Flattering Face Powder Shade .. . a soft, subtle, heavenly shade... 
designed to enhance a natural tan or make untanned skin look beautifully, 
naturally tan. And here, at last, is a summer-tan shade which will not change its 


color after it’s on your skin. Smart women everywhere are wearing Malibu Tan! Why don’t you? 
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“Im excited about | 
the new Cashmere Bouquet 3 


' Beau Cake | 


with make-up sponge right | 
in the case!” 


__says lovely | 
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APPEARING IN 
“CALENDAR GIRL” 
A REPUBLIC PICTURE 
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A thrilling improvement in cake make-up that’s set Hollywood 
all agog. For Cashmere Bouquet Beau Cake has its own dainty 
make-up sponge in a moisture-proof compartment right in the 
compact. As glamorous Gail Patrick says, “It’s perfect! As soon 
as I open my Beau Cake there’s the sponge, ready for use.” 
Cashmere Bouquet Beau Cake imparts ravishing young color “with BEAU CAKE it’s so 


to your skin; hides tiny blemishes; lasts for hours and hours. much quicker to make your 
Enjoy it once and you'll agree Cashmere Bouquet Beau Cake skin look youthful, smooth 
is truly the cosmetic sensation of the year. and glamorous.” 


Cashmere Bouquet | 


| —_ Beau Cake 


Gay new cake make-up with sponge compartment right in the case 


“BEAU CAKE is so much 
neater . . . no need for 
loose cotton in my purse.” 


= 
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Barbara Davis Sherry, weight 7 pounds, was born to Bette on May |.. 
Since it was a Caesarean birth, Bette chose the date. One wag 
wired, “Congratulations on your first production without Warners." 


@ “I’ve wanted her ever since I was twenty-one,” said 
Bette Davis. “Now that she’s actually here in my arms, 
I can’t believe it’s true. Hedda, isn’t she a beauty?” 

“She is, indeed.” I smiled, because I’d felt that way 
once myself. “The most beautiful baby in all the world!” 

The young lady drawing all those raves was Miss 
Barbara Davis Sherry. That day she was exactly eleven 
days old. That day, too, was Mother’s Day, and I was 
spending it exactly as I wanted to, with the happiest 
mother in Hollywood, Bette Davis. 

I’d hopped in my car and driven down beside the 
rolling Pacific, clear to Laguna Beach, where the William 
Grant Sherrys live, in their new home perched over a 
crystal cove where the surf beats a lullaby and the sun 
makes diamonds dance on the waves to delight a baby’s 
blue eyes. 

The tiny sign over the gate said simply, “Sherry,” and 
I pushed it open and went in. I didn’t ask to be an- 
nounced; I hadn’t even called from Beverly Hills. I 
opened the door. “Happy Mother’s Day!” I greeted. 

“You would,” Bette laughed, “catch me right at the 
psychological moment! I’ve just finished feeding Bar- 
bara. Can you stand a few bubbles and burps?” 

“I can stand anything about (Continued on page 104) 
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“Ti’s a girl!” 


Only to Bette Davis, she’s 
so much more—a 

princess, an ann a dream 
she’s dreamed 


for so many years, 


finally come true. 


og dopo 


She'd made Humoresque, 


Mildred Pierce, 


then Possessed—and almost 


collapsed. But after 


Crawford was 


pestering the 


@ A tall girl, muffled in a big coat and wearing dark-glasses, 
slipped into the press preview of Possessed after the 
picture had started, and slid quietly into a back row 
seat. Just before the ending, she sneaked out. Joan Craw- 
ford was worried about how good a job she had done 
on her toughest part yet. She wangled special permission 
from the studio to take in the show, even though stars 
aren’t generally allowed to attend press previews. 

Joan was very careful that no critics or newspaper 
reporters saw her that night. She wasn’t after pats on 
the back or polite praise. She just wanted to know eagerly 
and nervously their verdict. Outside, she paused for a 


two days’ vacation, Joan 
Al 


studio for a new part! 


sSITaNGE 
woman 


- ward, that is. 
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second as a roar of applause from inside reached her 
ears. That snapped her tension—made her heart skip a 
grateful beat. 

“Golly,” thought Joan to herself as that critical, cold- 
blooded crowd gave her her answer, “this is the biggest 
thrill of my life.” 

About everything that happens to Joan Cawiod is 
the biggest thrill of her life—everything that’s a step for- 
She’s got a one-track pair of eyes focused 
on the future. ste 

“When you look back,” she explained, “you just get 
dizzy.” Maybe that’s why, after 21 years in Hollywood 


and so many pictures, Joan can’t remember them herself. 
She is a greater star than ever with a still shiny Oscar at 
home to prove it, her choice of prize parts, and a paycheck 
to match. 

Adding herself up sometimes, she can’t quite under- 
stand it, and she is not alone there. After Mildred: Pierce 
won Joan Hollywood’s highest honor, a producer who has 
known Joan since she started acting called to see and 
congratulate her. “You deserve the title of the first lady 
of Hollywood—it’s you. You're a living symbol of a great 
screen star. Why, Joan,” he said, “you are the most 
amazing woman I know. Imagine making a brand new 


career for yourself after all these years!” 
Joan gave him a “Poor darling, you just don’t under- 
stand” look and smiled. “It’s not a new career,” she said, 


meaning it. “It’s the same old one, and,” she added, 
“believe me, J love it!” 

No one ever confessed more truthfully a case of en- 
during affection. Hollywood is devoted to Joan Crawford, 
and always has been, and with Joan the feeling is strictly 
mutual—in fact, sometimes martial. 

Joan was in New York recently when a group of ace 
portrait photographers picked their ideal glamor subject. 
One prominent lens artist picked (Continued on. page 99) 


The incomparable 


JOLSON - CROSBY 


S ft oO ry story—all about his 


wife, his operation, his 


career—and his 
competitor, that up- 
and-coming young singer, 
Bing Crosby 


by ed sullivan 


Al telis the real Jolson 


Jolson, now 60, isn't anxious for his own radio show. "What?" Al has already collected $1,100,000 as his share of The Jolson Story, and may 
he says. “Only work once a week?" He prefers guest shots, like get as much as $3,500,000. But the big thrill was showing wife Erle Galbraith 
the Lux Theater, with Margaret Whiting and Dinah Shore. (above, at the Stork Club) that he's still the great “Mr. Showbusiness. 
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#On his last night in New York, Al Jolson had 
dropped up to my apartment in the Hotel Delmonico 
to watch a prize-fight. Not, mind you, that the Sulli- 
vans were fighting, because I am no chump; Mrs. 
Sullivan is very fast on her feet. What Jolson and 
I were watching was a televised battle at Madison 
Square Garden, the first he’d ever seen televised, be- 
cause Coast television can’t pick up the Garden 


fights. “Let’s listen to the Crosby program,” Al sug- - 


gested, so we sat there and heard Crosby, Groucho 
Marx, Hank Greenberg and Warren Brown. “That’s 
my boy, that Crosby,” said Jolson, approvingly, and 
when the band played, Jolson sang snatches of songs, 
without getting down on one knee. Our little French 
poodle, Bojangles, his head cocked, sat on the floor 


Al's appearances on Bing's ABC show created a major stir in Radio Row. Here, they get some help from John Charles Thomas. 


and listened intently, flapping his ears in rhythm. 
“The test of a top-flight performer,” pointed out 


“Jolie,” suddenly, “is to come up with the right 


answers, when the right answer ain’t written into 
the dialogue. Now take that Crosby. In the course 
of a year, a lot of awfully fast performers go on his 
program, and that Crosby’s gotta be on the beam 
all night long, because now and then, one of them 
will drop in a line that ain’t set down in the script. 
I mean, Crosby always is in the position of Joe 
Louis—he is the defending champ and he can’t 
afford to lose, even once. When you’ve got a Groucho 
Marx throwing lines at you, brother, you better be 
fast, because that guy is one of the all-time greats 
of comedy in Jolie’s book. (Continued on page 85) 
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™ Once a year, in California, the Mojave Desert - 


blooms. . 

There are a lot of scientific reasons for it 
(involving clouds and high winds twisting 
through the mountains and slamming into hot 
breezes and causing rain) but who cares for 
scientific reasons? 

The beautiful fact remains that the desert 
blooms. 

It is a fact which caused Marshall Thompson 
‘to approach Elizabeth Taylor, in the M-G-M 
commissary, right between the soup and the 
fish, so to speak. 

“Want to drive out to the desert?” he said. 
“T borrowed a jeep. (Continued on page 114) 


Marshall Thompson was emoting hard for The Romance of Rosy Ridge 
vf ; and Elizabeth Taylor was working like crazy on Cynthia—but Saturday 


was their dav off. the desert was in bloom, and the jeep was rarin' to go! 


A picnic—that's a 29 % 


pack on the back and a 


hike for a bi 


But a jeepnic—that's a leap 


in a jeep for 


something to eat! 
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Jimmy Stewart says “howdy” to neighbor Hank Fonda, who's now 
in The Long Night. Conversation between the stars of A Miracle 
Can Happen is usually limited to a period of restful silence. 


* 
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On the Miracle set, Stewart enacted his Magic Town role, while 


Hank glared; he wanted to rehearse for The Fugitive. "What a 
bunch of hams!" jeered Miracle stars MacMurray and Dot Ford. | C e & : 


They're a couple 
of strong, silent hom- 
bres—Jim Stewart 


and Hank Fonda—and 


oe 


they don't talk 


much. Except about 


When Jimmy left for Princeton to pick up that honorary M.A. de- — - 
gree, he gave orders for no publicity. But news leaked out any- each other ... 
way. Was newcomer Dorothy Ford lonesome till Jimmy returned??? 


: } Ss ee 
‘ — a) By CARL SCHROEDER 
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@ 1 can walk into the United States Mint | 
and stuff my pockets with dollars easier 
than I can flush out the real story of 
Jimmy Stewart. 

He’s a tough one, that boy—tough 
about gabbing. 

And so is his friend, Henry Fonda. 

Hank and IJ finally got together, though. 
And he made it possible for me to run | 
Jimmy Stewart through my typewriter | 


the way I’ve always wanted. 

This is the story— 

The night was dark, and the wind 
whipped petulantly around among the 
brick and steel monuments which pass 
for living places on West 56th Street, 
New York City. 

A couple of guys were sitting around 
in their New York hotel apartment, 
They didn’t have very much money, so 


ps Ae | eae 


they'd “eaten in,” trying to pretend that 
their experiment with Swedish meat- 
balls was just as good a deal as they'd 
have had with Oscar of the Waldorf 
in the kitchenette. 

They were sitting there, thinking 
about washing the dishes. 

The door, which they never locked, 
opened. 

Three granite-faced men, hands 


plunged into the deep pockets of their 
blue serge topcoats, walked in. 

They looked at Jimmy Stewart and 
Henry Fonda. They hadn’t come around 
for autographs. 

Jimmy and Henry, who were almost 
but not quite real actors at the time. 
figured this for a good third act curtain. 
They didn’t need X-ray vision to under- 
stand that those (Continued on page 114) 


, @ There’s a town in Yorkshire, England, called Hud- 
dersfield. Its inhabitants will tell you that it’s noted 
| for its fine woolen factories, but any U. S. schoolgirl 
| knows better. What Huddersfield is really noted for 
is James Mason, and let’s not have any more of this 
nonsense about woolens. __ 

Of course, back in 1909, Huddersfield couldn’t be 
expected to be impressed by the arrival of a new baby 
in the Mason household. There were two Mason sons 


already—Rex and Colin, who would probably follow What with all . 
in their father’s footsteps in the woolen business. No ee 
reason to think young James would be any different. that bad-man publicity, 


There continued to be no reason to think so for 
some time. James was an average boy who got into 
enough mischief to be normal. He didn’t smear him- 
self with greasepaint and put on little dramas in the 
back yard. He saw his first play at the age of seven. 
It was Hamlet, and it left him cold. like a lion. 

When he was three years old, he went to his first 
party. Not from choice. — . 

At the party, he stood aloofly in one corner, heavy 


Hollywood expected 


James Mason to roar 


Instead, he turned out to be 


brows drawn together in the Mason manner. Finally a lamb—with a 
a pretty little girl in a blue dress came over to him. . 
She had long, blonde, Alice- (Continued on page 88) preference for strawberry 


ice-cream sodas. — 


james mason 


lite 


Ola Thomas, Larry's cook, who "sweated out" The Jolson Story with Larry was so chagrined when a tree surgeon pruned his orchards, 
him, says Down To Earth and The Swordsman weren't nearly as he rushed out to plant nineteen more fruit trees! Below, Benty 
Sotah on her mealtime schedule. She's giving Betty cooking lessons now. shows Larry the annual harvest—one lonely, midget-sized apricot! 
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In New York last winter, Larry Parks and his 
wife, Betty, blinked their way out of a projection 
room at Columbia’s Manhattan offices. They’d 
just seen The Jolson Story for the first time— 


Strangers peek into 


his window and the bobby- 


together. Betty Garrett was starring on Broadway . sockers serenade him : 
herself then in a hit musical, Call Me Mister. 
| Larry thought she ought to know whether The nightly. But Larry Parks 
Jolson Story was good or bad. Himself, he wasn’t . : i z 
sure—he’d been so close to the darned thing, for keeps looking behind him— 
so long. i : 
“Well, honey,” he said, “how’d you like it?” to see if there's 


Betty gave him a distressed look. “Is there 
aire some place we can sit down?” she begged. “I’m 
all weak and wobbly.” 

Larry didn’t know, but he opened a handy 
door. There was a long, hall-like room and a 
table big enough to stage a circus, surrounded by By KIRTLEY BASKETTE 

empty chairs. Betty sagged down on one, tilted 
back her hat and let go with a good old-fashioned 
cry. 
It was Larry’s turn to get butterflies inside. 
“What’s the matter?” he asked anxiously. “Was 
I that bad?” (Continued on page 109) 


somebody famous 


standing there. 


NO MATTER HOW 


lL BROKE RORY WAS, HE ALWAYS 


| _e 3 ¥ , 
a zh >» 
' wi a3 ke ieee The middle-aged matron and 


her fourteen-year-old daughter, 

obviously first-time visitors to 

ELSE'S GIRL! Hollywood, sat quietly in their 
booth at the Beverly Hills Brown 

Derby, watching the entrance 


By George Benjamin avidly. Presently, a tall young 
man and a very pretty girl 
came in. 


“He looks as if he might be in 
pictures,” the woman said. 

Her daughter looked dis- 
gusted. ‘‘For Pete’s sake, 
mother,” she said, “That’s Rory 
Calhoun.” 

“I can’t seem to recall his lat- 
est picture, dear. But then peo- 
ple look so different—” 

“The Red House. He was the 
woodsman. And he’s doing Ad- 
venture Island, with Rhonda 
Fleming.” 

“He seems like such a young 
man—” 

“He’s old,” the girl said. “He’s 
twenty-four.” She sighed. “But 
gee,” she said, “just think what 
he must have been like when he 
was really young... .” 

‘When he was “young,” Rory 
was like this: 

-He had a 1930 Model A Ford, 
converted and stripped and with. 


Julie London (above) is Rory's gal Relaxing after a day's work on Adventure Island, - a souped-up motor—all work 


in The Red House, but in real life, Rory learns wood carving from his step-dad, Nat that he had done during the 
Martha O'Driscoll is his heartbeat. | Durgin—who keeps one lesson ahead of his pupil. y 3 
three-hour afternoon periods in 


the school machine shop—and 


it was painted blue, with white 
¥ V-8 wheels. 
4 He (Continued on page 101) 
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THE Void 


GAlizernia: In the background, an enormous rambling 
house rather “pointedly designed t to resemble medieval 
ae architecture. In the middle rer a large 


Labrador retriever SEGRE "Bruce' putters aimlessly 


among the shrubbery. A little girl, about nine years 
old and very pretty, watches him iO) the edge o of the 


noon sun. 


Sharpe: 


Kris: 


Your correspondent walks u up to her and speaks: 
Hello. You're Kristin Morgan, aren't you? I'm 


Howard Sharpe, and I've come to talk to your dad. 
(Formally) How do you do, Mr. Sharpe. Daddy 


_ and mother are out shopping for dresses for 


me, but if you want to wait for.a little they'll 
be back. And I'll talk to you. 


: That's awfully sweet of you. (Dropping onto a 


Sharpe: 
Kris: 


Sharpe: 


Kris: 


Sharpe: 


lawn couch and lighting a cigarette) Tell me— 
does your dad usually go along with your 
mother when she shops for you? 
It's the other way around. Daddy buys all my 
clothes, always—but sometimes mother remem- 
bers the measurements better, so he takes her 
with him. (Sighing) He brings just boxes of 
things home. But do you know, his shoulder's 
been hurting him the last few days? He hurt it 
on a horse. 

That's too bad. 

te WEES too- Banas men ae us all like nice 


eee with resolve) saonestis. I'd rather be 
dressed in rags! 

The sentiment does you credit, darling, but 
the last time I saw your father he seemed to be 
having a wonderful time. 

I don't think it's having a wonderful time to 
have a hurt shoulder. 

Well, you've got me there. Does your dad alee 


- pick out just the kind of clothes you like to 


Kris; 


Sharpe: 


Sharpe: 
Kris: 


Sharpe: 


Kris: 


wear? 

Why, yes, of course. 

I'll bet the salesladies help hin, 

I'll bet they don't. What would a saleslady 
know about me? Say, do you know what I'm doing? 
What? 


_ Learning to sew buttons. 


I've sewn all the buttons on Daddy's 
shirt for two 

months now. 

Commendable, ,I'm sure. 

And on Stanley Junior's 

shirts, too? 

Well—sometimes. I did one 

this morning. He's off ona 


(Continued on page 96) 


Definitely a type to take along on a fishing trip, Liza- Taking time off from the J Walk Alone set, Liz curls up with a kindred spirit: Breck, 
the Siamese cat. Natural-born “loungers,” Lizabeth and Breck can relax and be com- 


beth Scott cheerfully baits her own hook: A real fisher- 
man, even her tiniest catch looked like a whale—to her!  fortable anywhere. Only difference, our photographer said, is that Breck purrs louder. 
: saint ee 


ES SaaS eee S = > : = : Biker aie aol SER snes as 
Just after Bob Beerman snapped this shot, Lizabeth, inspired by 
the trained seal, bounced the basketball off her nose. “A nose- 


The tame sea lion at Las Flores Inn takes caviar (though he'll settle for mack- 


erel) daintily from your fingers, but Liz didn't trust him. To show her how easy 
it was, the innkeeper fed him a fish. "Hmmmm," said Liz, "now count your fingers.’ bleed in a color, shot!" she beamed. “What won't 1 do for art!” 
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ONCE SHE ONLY 
MODELLED MINKS—AND DREAMED 
OF OWNING ONE. NOW 

| THAT LIZABETH'S GOT 
HER OWN, SHE WALKS ON IT— 
BUT SHE TAKES HER 


SHOES OFF FIRST! 


By Irene Greengard 


@She had a date with Burt Lancaster (back before 
Burt got married) and when he came to call for her, 
he noticed an extravagantly beautiful mink coat thrown 
across a chair, and he grinned. 

Lizabeth was a kid to whom a mink coat had seemed 
terribly important, and she’d done a lot of talking about 
it. She intended to have one, and she intended to buy 
it herself. 

Lancaster was standing there, touching the soft fur, 
and finally, Lizabeth appeared, pulling on gloves. 

“So you made it,” Burt said. “You got your mink.” 

She looked at him for a minute, and then she picked 
the coat up and spread it on the floor, and walked 
over it. 

“I notice you took your shoes off,” he said drily. 

“Well, sure,” she said. “I don’t want to wreck the 
thing! But seriously, I guess I was just proving some- 
thing to myself.” 

“Like~ what?” 

“Like now that I’ve got a mink coat, I think it’s very 
pretty, but it doesn’t matter much.” 

Burt sighed. “Scott, I think you’re growing up.” 

Which was about the size of it. For a while, she’d 
been so sure. She was going to be a career girl, and 
have money and clothes and people staring at her in 
the streets—until the day she woke. up feeling like a 


-dope. 


After that, she was more (Continued on page 123) 


™@ Betty, who loathes disorder, had everything planned. 
The new baby was due by Caesarean on June 25th. 
Harry’d be back from his road tour on the 11th. They'd 
spend a week at the ranch, which would give her the last 
week in town to tie up loose ends and wait around, just 
In case... 

The baby, of course, was going to be a boy, since that 
was what Harry wanted, and Betty’s chief aim in life is 
to please Harry. As they’d wheeled her from the surgery 
after Vicki’s birth, she’d murmured: “Next time I'll give 
you a baseball player—” So that was all planned, too— 
a little son to be named after his father. 
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“If it’s a girl,” Harry said one day, “let’s call her 
Jessica.” Coming out of a clear blue sky, this startled 
Betty. “Don’t you like it, hon?” 

“Yes, but not Jessie. And Jessica sounds like such a 
long name. It isn’t really though. No longer than Dor- 
othy or Margaret—or Clementine. What made you pick 
it anyway?” 

“Goes good with James,” he chuckled. 
James—” 

Mother Wore Tights—the best Grable to date, accord- 
ing to those who’ve seen it—was finished by the end of 
January. In April, Harry went (Continued on page 122) 


“Tessie 


HER NAME IS JESSICA, ONLY SHE'LL ALWAYS BE JESSIE JAMES TO BETTY AND HARRY. BECAUSE 


LIKE HER NAMESAKE, SHE'S A BANDIT—STEALING 


THEIR HEARTS AWAY! 


By Ida Zeitlin 


Harry, touring the Easi with his band, was all set to return 
home in time for the birth of Jessica. But Betty's premature 
Caesarean operation on May 2! caught him in Atlantic City. 


Vicki, the James’ first child, was born March 4, 1944. To stop the 
rumors that Betty's retiring, she's signed a new contract that runs 
through 1950. Her next picture will be Mother Wore Tights. 
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™ Maybe you've heard of Palm Springs, California. In 
the beginning, it was just a stretch of desert, with the 
sun beating on it. Now it’s still a stretch of desert, but 
it’s complete with fine hotels, and restaurants, and stores, 
and night clubs, and people. Most of all, people. 

Palm Springs is only a few hours drive from Holly- 
wood, so movie stars are its constant patrons, and best 
tourist bait. 

Next to the sun, of course. Good, hot, healing sun 


Modern Screen invites 

you to sun-baked 

Palm Springs, 

where there's a swimming Saal 
in every parlor, 

and the man-in-the-street 

is apt to be 


Cornel Wilde! 


vay 


is what really lures the weary. 

Pat. and Cornel Wilde were going down to Palm 
Springs, so MODERN SCREEN trekked along and got these 
pictures, to give you some idea of the fabulous oasis. 

Since both Wildes are tennis fans, and fine players, 
they spent some time at the Racquet Club. The Racquet 
Club is exclusive; it’s owned by Charlie Farrell (si- 
lent film star) and it’s frequented by celebrities, and 
citizens who have as much (Continued on page 59) 


Tennis is serious business at Charlie Farrel 
Cornel and Pat, who are among the many 
their own with such regulars as Paul Lukas, T 


I's Palm Springs Racquet Club. A mild protest that 
movie star members, can hold him nowhere with 
yrone Power, Van Johnson, etc. before his vacation, 


he's about to be separated from his shoulder gets 
the masseur. Cornel finished Forever Amber 
and starts It Had To Be You on his return. 


¥ 


eat 
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Lunching beside the swimming pool is one of the luxuries Pat and Cornel 
enjoy as club members. It's expensive, but dining at restaurants in town Hi 
is even more so. Their wet companion is Eloise Hardt of The Pirate. 


hotographer Burt Kopperl, who took the pictures on this page and the 
xt, is a former Army captain, who contracted polio in the war. But 
yen his wheel-chair didn't keep Kopperl out of the club's shower room. 


Photographs by Kopperl 
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If you think chess only exercises the mind, try this Six or eight sets of tennis, and both Pat and Cornel are ready to relax in the bamboo- | 
outdoor version. After 20 minutes, Pat was too tired shaded lounge, sipping exotic Hawaiian coolers. Playing Harvey, the Rabbit, for the |! 
to lug her chessmen, so Cornel played both sides. Wildes is Harry Crocker, Los Angeles newspaper columnist—down for the week-end. || 


i | 


At the Doll House, Palm Springs’ swankiest night club, Mr. and 
Mrs. W. go wild for the boogie beat of Felix, the Drummer. Felix 
is @ permanent fixture, having been there for the past six years. 


economical housewife, Cornel. tried to conceal the tab on the filet mignon 
—$4.50. Vegetables, dessert,.coffee (only 15c per cup) are all “‘extra."' 


palm * EB 
springs | aN 


Dancing into the dawn presents no health problem for stay-up-lates. 
They're convinced that the Palm Springs sun has "'special properties" 
that will bake their tired bones and send them home fit as a fiddle. 


(Continued from preceding page) money as celebrities. 
Non-citizens who have as much money as celebrities 
could probably get in, too. 

Racquet Club members are serious about their ten- 
nis. Paul Lukas lives close by, and he never misses his 
ten sets a day. 

Palm Springs specializes in. what are referred to as 
Dude Ranches (some of them are Smoke Tree, Thun- 
derbird, Deep Well), but the only bona fide ranch 


touches are the horses. And the dudes. 


For thirty dollars a day (which is the average 
ante) a man comes in and lights the fire in your 
fireplace in your bedroom every morning—it gets nippy 
in the desert—and there are waiters with towels, tele- 
phones and cocktail shakers standing around the pool, 
hoping you'll want something, so they can service you. 

They may even have those under-water pens.” 

One of the terrific places to eat, in town, is the Doll 


‘House, where Pat and Cornel went on our picture-taking 


day. At the Doll House, a (Continued on page 95) 
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™ The scene is midnight, Bedroom interior. 

Setting—the hilltop house of movie actor, 
Macdonald Carey. 

Betty Carey, his wife, sits erect awakened by 
Mac’s mutterings in his sleep. She listens a 
moment. Then— 

“Mac! Mac! Wake up!” 

“Huh? Don’t go away, honey. Please!” 

“Macdonald Carey, you wake up!” 

Mrs, Carey flicks on the night lamp, looking 
excruciatingly lovely, her auburn hair rumpled, 
her blue eyes sleepy and provoked. 

“What’s the matter?” Mac is half awake 
now, too. 

“You were dreaming about that native girl 
on the South Sea Island again.” 

“Betty, please.” Mac leans over and kisses 
his wife on her cheek, like is not allowed in 
British films. “I explained about that before. 
Every now and then I dream about that island. 
Actually, there weren’t any beautiful girls. 
Can I help it if a girl shows up in-my dreams?” 

Mrs. Carey turns off the light, slightly paci- 
fied. 

She goes to sleep. 

So does Mac. , 

In two minutes he is dreaming again. He is 
dreaming that he is kissing Paulette Goddard 
—almost. As he is about to take her in his 
arms, in storms Betty Hutton. She is indignant. 

She shouts, “Macdonald Carey—if you are 
almost going to kiss anybody, you can almost 
kiss me.” 

End of dream. 

“I am getting very tired of that dream,” 
Macdonald Carey told me. “It is worse than 
looking at your own screen test.” 

Then “he explained. It is all Mrs. Carey’s 
fault. She is forever ribbing him because he 
is the only romantic leading man without a 
horse who never gets kissed in movies. He 
never had a clinch on the stage, either. The 
only time he ever came close was when he 
worked in radio on the “Stella Dallas” and 
“John’s Other Wife” programs. But even then, 
the sound man did the kissing and the heroine 
was six feet away at another microphone. 

I saw Mac for the first time in Lady in the 
Dark, the stage version. 

Mac was the advertising salesman who cured 
Gertrude Lawrence of her complexes just be- 
fore the curtain went down. There has never 
been a more romantic moment. There was no 
clinch at all. In fact, Mac pulled up a chair 
Gerty was expecting to sit in and she almost 
landed on her bustle (Continued on page 72) 
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The Careys had their wedding invitation plates made into a cigarette 


box and ash tray, then had them gold-plated. To read the inscrip 
tion, Betty has to hold it up to a mirrar—because it's backwards 


“knittin’ fittin's.’ So 


read — always 
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him when 
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s really a perfectly n 
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Macdonald Carey. So why won't 


ists Mrs. 
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ters ever let him kiss the girl? 


those mean old screenwr 
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Ava does most of her living at the home of her lawyer,’ 
Jerry Rosenthal, and his wife. Daughter Barbi worships 
Petree post) since Spee in The Hucksters—with Gable! 


There's no big love in Ava's life right now, so she's playing the field. 
The "field" includes Peter Lawford (above), who's her favorite escort for 
gala rumba evenings, and Irving Reis, who, Ava thinks, is a ‘swell egg,” too. 


™@The way the story always gets told, she was a so- 
phisticated New York model, who came to Hollywood. 
The way the facts actually stand, she was a kid from 
| North Carolina, with an accent so thick it sounded 
phony, and the only thing she'd ever modeled was 

shorthand. 

She was in New York visiting her sister, Beatrice, 
whom she hadn’t seen in a long time. Beatrice looked 
her over carefully, eyes narrowed. Little Ava was oe 
ing up. Pretty, too. 

“T think we'll have my guy take some pictures of 
you,” she said, Her husband was a photographer, and 
her mind was working very fast. 

The pictures were taken, and Beatrice sent them to 
M-G-M’s New York office, while Ava jeered. “Honey, 


: 
! 
| you're jus’ plain crazy!” 
| 
| 


One-year- old Susan Rosenthal is responsible for gettif 
Ava out of bed on time to report for work in Singapore! 
She gets her best results by pounding on Ava's stomach 
One week later, a letter came from Metro. Could 


Ava drop in for a screen test? 
She went, Beatrice at her side; and when she got 
through talking to the man, (Continued on page 117) 
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THEY TOLD 


TERPRETER 


BUT HER 


AVA GARDNER. 


FACE AND FIGURE 


NEEDED NO TRANSLATION. 


By Rosemary Layng 


Joanne ‘retired’ tempo- 
rarily after finishing Red 
River, to await the. ar- 
rival of the Haymes’ third 
tot. If a boy, he'll be 
named for Bill Burton. 


j me £4 gees Sas Sf 
Dick’s horse, Thunderbolt, has a glamorous movie star wife, too—Flicka. Manager Trying to fill her Daddy's shoes is a mighty ambition for 


Bill Burton gave the Haymes’ Thunderbolt because Dick complained he could only 3-year-old Pidgeon. Dick, whose ldtest is Carnival in 
relax in night clubs. Now, he relaxes by riding daily, on one of his six thoroughbreds. Costa Rica, wants a non-singing, swashbuckling role next. 


gee a pas 


_ Practicing for his appearance at the Steel Pier in Atlantic City. this sum- 
mer, Ferryman Haymes gives Pidge and Skipper a fast whirl around the swim- 
ming pool. Dick will earn about $150,000 for the four-week engagement. 


Most guys go 

looking for what Dick 

Haymes has in his 

own back yard: a beautiful 
wife, cute kids, seven 

horses and a pool. No wonder 
he'd rather stay home! 


BY HOWARD SHARPE 


a man’s castle 


@ Joanne Dru Haymes was pretty ex- 
hausted by the time she had piled Skip- 
per and Pidgeon into the convertible, 
and climbed in after them. It was 
Noonny’s day off (that would be Mrs. 
Estes, the Haymes’ nurse) and Joanne 
had had the care of the children all day. 
They are five and +three years old, re- 
spectively, and a handful. 

Furthermore, she’d lived up to a 
resolution made a few days before when 
a close family friend, watching the kids 
chasing each other across the lawn wear- 
ing nothing whatever but little pants, had 
said, “Good gosh, Jo, haven’t they any 
clothes?” 

- Jo’s pride as a mother was aroused. 
Today she'd promised to meet that family 
friend for sodas at Martha Smith’s place 
in Beverly Hills, after a shopping spree. 
The children had to come along anyway, 
and Jo considered the whole thing a 
God-sent opportunity to show her friend 
a thing or two. ae 

For a solid hour she’d worked over 
Skipper and Pidgeon, sloshing them 
about in the tub, shampooing their hair, 
and struggling endlessly with under- 
clothes, white shoes and socks, a shark- 
skin suit and a frilly pink dress reminis- 
cent of a birthday (Continued on page 84) 


be aMAgge Conta Co Vote 


® Somehow, the word got around that Maggie O’Brien was going 
to visit MopERN SCREEN’s New York office. Now, Maggie had 
come East to close a deal with the Public Ledger Syndicate (to 
write a newspaper column six days a week), so the visit might 
have been a simple professional matter: M. O’Brien, columnist, 
coming up to chat with A. Delacorte, and H. Malmgreen, editors. 
Colleagues, y’know. 

“Maybe she can give us a couple of tips,” Al said hopefully. 

“Don’t talk about horse races in front of little girls,” Henry 
said, frowning. . (Continued on page 120) 


Adele Meyer, whose mom is our vice- 
president, and her friend Medora Helf- 
frich, kept Margaret busy with autographs. 


_ SNS 


George Delacorte, Modern Screen's pub- Mag “sat for cartoon editor Chuck Saxon, then 
lisher, pinned orchids on Maggie, prom-. asked him to direct her to l0th Ave, because ras 
ised to see her in Unfinished Dance. she just made a film called, Tenth Avenue Angel. Ws 


WHEN MAGGIE O'BRIEN VISITED OUR TOWN, 

SHE HAD OUR PUBLISHER ORDERING UP ORCHIDS, 
CLOSED A DEAL TO WRITE A COLUMN, 

AND FELL IN LOVE—WITH A CIRCUS CLOWN! 


By Christopher Kane 


ie ae x 


Myrna, whose latest films are Song of the Thin Man and Bachelor and the 
Bobby Soxer, proves (above) that her role of perfect wife is real as well as reel. 
She first met husband Gene Markey, producer of Moss Ross, |6 years ago. 


SHE WAS LATE, SHE WAS JOSTLED, 

SHE'D KEPT AN ADMIRAL WAITING! BUT MYRNA 
LOY REMAINED CALM. WHY 

GET EXCITED JUST BECAUSE IT'S YOUR 
WEDDING DAY? 


By Hank Jeffries 


said impatiently to the driver of the 
hired limousine in which she was riding. 

“We're going to a wedding.” 
“All right, Miss Loy,” the driver said. 
“But it’s my own! And it started ex- 
actly five minutes ago—I mean it was 
supposed to. But look where I am!” 
She glanced despairingly at her two | 
companions: her mother and her ||! 
matron of honor. 
“[’m sorry, Miss Loy,” the driver |) 
said. I 
“But Admiral Halsey is best man! |} 
You don’t keep an admiral waiting!” 
The driver sighed. “Look, Miss Loy,” |i 
he said wearily, “what do you want I |in 
should do? Squeeze the car under that |lr 
{ 


@“But you don’t understand,” Myrna 
| 


stalled freight train? Or back up, get 
a running start, and fly over it?” 

“Don’t try to be reasonable. I can’t |i 
stand it.” The flame-haired lady thought |i 
distractedly, her lip caught between her |hy 
teeth. i 

“Can’t you go around it?” 1 

“This is a good car, Miss Loy, but 
it ain’t a jeep or a medium tank.” 

Myrna was silent for a moment. Then, 
in a small voice, she said, “Well, you |/w 
could at least blow your horn!” {ike 

The driver did a long, slow burn. |} 
Suddenly, he brought his hand up and |ja 
clamped it on the horn, which began |i 
blasting raucously. As if in response, | 
the engine tooted twice, and the long i 
freight screeched into action. — |) 

The driver- gave Myrna a bewildered | 
look. “You see?” said Myrna, relishing |/|\j 
her triumph. As the caboose rattled || 
past the crossing, she added, “Now. 
The accelerator against the floor and | 
keep it there, please.” I 

Myrna arrived at the Navy chapel 
bruised from jouncing from one side of | 
the car to the other, her hat awry, a " 
dress seam split; but her face, as usual, | » 
was in repose. She did not hurry as she | | 
walked toward the entrance. As she |.) 
calmly entered the chapel on the arm} 4 
of Captain Jack Ford, who gave her} | 
away, the nervousness of everyone dis- | - 
appeared. That is the way it is in the 
presence of the lady whose name is Loy. | _ 

Afterward, as she sat in the car be-| | 
side her new husband. Commodore 
Gene Markey, she thought of the first! 


time she had ever seen him, and smiled} _ 
i 


eee ee eee ee 


| oe 


NEW! COLOR ON A HOLIDAY! 


Pe 


a little. He saw the smile, and pressed’ 
her hand. 

In answer to his unspoken question, 
she said, “I was thinking of that dinner 
\party sixteen years ago.” And then 
‘they both remembered . . . 

Gene Markey, one of the most urbane 
igentlemen ever to lend his wit, intelli- 
gence and sophisticated talents to 
Hollywood, had advanced to meet his 
hostess. It was his third night in Holly- 
wood. He anticipated a pleasant eve- 
ining. The lady who had invited him to 
dinner was a Frenchwoman of con- 
siderable age, whose figure and teeth 
were false, but whose diamonds and 
reputation for eens amusing parties 


; powder, lipstick ,rouge! 


Color cuts loose ...rides high in 
Woodbury Fiesta! Beauty breaks 
all bounds in this new new 
powder shade. Wait ‘til you 


were not. wear it. Like that! — your skin 


“T’ve an enchanting girl for you,” she 
told him, leading the way to the draw- 
ing room. “An actress, quite new and 
very young, but so charming. Be very 
sweet to her. Her name is Myrna Loy.” 

Gene raised both eyebrows. “Why the 
|oriental siren for me?” 
| Madame laughed. “Myrna is no 
siren. Her real name is Williams. She’s 


_ gets a glow from heady essence- 

of-roses. Inca flash— you’re 
alive with Fiesta! And don’t 
overlook Woodbury’s lasting 


cling ... color-freshness ... 


heavenly fragrance. Say 


yes to Fiesta today! 


| ‘expensive, very dimly lighted restaurant. 
! PRE was wearing an unobtrusively 


f a Commodore in the U. S. Navy. 
Their conversation had jumped pleas- | 
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Woodbury ini: Powder 


a simple American girl just out of high wie? 
school—why, she even posed for a hanting reins 
statue of the American Girl that stands Pieours with 
in Venice—California. She’s very shy Wook | 
and it would not occur to her that the SY Fiesta 
famous Gene Markey could be anything 
| but bored in her presence.” _ Donna 
| As it turned out, he was anything | Reed 
but bored... ea 
|| While the car carried Commodore | eee ‘ 
|\Gene Markey and his lady on their | | Goldwyn- i 
| ‘wedding trip, Gene smiled silently as he | © Mayer's : 
thought of a more recent evening when | “GREEN 
he and Myrna Loy sat opposite each DOLPHIN | 
| sa at a table in a very famous, very | | STREET” | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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antly from the latest Broadway play to | 


Thy We acne ae 
‘Santayana, whose latest book Myrna | Ale ae sae Zs 
had just read, to architecture, as applied | WOODBURY Fipple ce (28 L oe eee : 
{dbo California houses. | MATCHED MAKE- UP 2 #R POR ELESIX E 
| “What I want,” Gene said, “is a | With Fiesta Film-Finish Powder Beg? occ siealievng lysee [hlesials/sorcely ony oug moa 
i i : ide zB 3 . for free Woodbury Powder Sampler (contains Fiesta, 8 other 
ouse that will work for me, instead of you also get Fiesta Lipstick and Rouge * flattering shades), plus Hollywood Make-up Chart. Print 
; 5 } . * iaceraat 
ay having fowork farahe house. Tlike | All 3in the ced powder box- : name, address clearly. Mail* to Box 45, Cincinnati 14, ne a 
fo live like a simple human being, with | on) oo PRET VAN Siac, Oo wien nae tty Aan ere ead pa cre aie \ 
1 i Fiesta and 8 other exciting shades come 3 gree i eeesessnsvssssveentvenngnnesennvesnnn | 
| in Matched Make-up $1.00; “Purse” size 4 ’ 
| : NTN gee ccc sce en CN ee STATE sac oan oe eae \ 
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Powder 25c and {Oc. (All prices plus tax) 


*Paste on penny postcard, if you wish. (Sorry, offer goodin U.S.A. only) 


SHE PLANS A GOOD GAG 
LIKE A DIPLOMAT’S WIFE PLANS A STATE DINNER. 


BECAUSE TO ROZ RUSSELL NOTHING'S SACRED— 
EXCEPT MAYBE HER 55 HATS! 


By Cameron Shipp 
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i Husband Fred Brisson surprised Roz with a beautiful Radio guest shots, like this one for Academy Award Theater with 
| platinum ring, in honor of their son Lance's fourth Janet Blair, are fun. Her role in Mourning Becomes Electra is 
birthday. (See Lance with Roz on opposite page.) the most dramatic of Roz's career—more than Sister Kenny! 


™@ Mr. Frederick Brisson, one of Holly- 
wood’s distinguished younger producers, 
was neither chagrined nor amazed, re- 
cently, to find Clark Gable kissing his 
wife, Rosalind Russell, in his bathroom. 

He also discovered William Powell 
holding Rosalind’s hand in his dressing 
room and James Stewart making love to 
her in his clothes closet. 

It’s not quite as bad as it sounds, for 
the intimate scenes with the Messrs. 


Gable, Powell, and Stewart were merely 
photographs, painstakingly pinned up all 
| ) over the upstairs—by Roz herself. 


| Mr. Brisson wags his head admiringly. 

“It must have taken several hours to 

dig those old publicity stills out of the 

| basement and the attic, but she did it 
for laughs. 

“We have to have laughs in this house.” 

I saw Roz shortly after the photograph 

gag. She had (Continued on page 82) 
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Neu) TRANSFORMING LIPSTICK 


‘Of all aids to Beauty. none is so essential as the right 
lipstick ... for the right lipstick alone has the power 
to faseantly ”spark” a dull, glamourless face to exciting 
new beauty. That’s why so many women are changing 
to the new Pearls in Wine lipstick. Pearls in Wine is a 
true transforming lipstick ... magically enhances natural 
beauty as no other lipstick has so completely done 


before. Try it today. Ask to see daring #6. 


EVERYTHING You 
WANT IN 


ON 
Ny E LIPSTICK 
e 
Vi ° transforming colors 
* improved indelibility 


TRAN, SFORMIN MG LIPSTICK * exquisite smoothness 
: = non-drying 


° enchanting fragrance 
* delightful taste 


UI. Six 
Working Shades 
ST plus tax 


wonder- 


DREAM GUY 
(Continued from page 60) 


every night. But the situation, the way 
Gerty and Mac played it, was a punch in 
the heart. 

So punchy that Paramount signed Mac- 
donald Carey at a salary of $1,000 a’ week, ~ 
which is almost unheard of for an un- 
known. 

Maybe the big real-life romance Mac 
was carrying on at the moment had some- - 
thing to do with it. 

Mac had known Betty Hecksher, a young 
socialite and promising actress, for only a 
short time. They met at Benno Schnei- 
der’s acting class and found out how they 
felt when they went to a friend’s apart- 
ment some weeks later to rehearse each 
other in lines from Love From a Stranger. 

They just looked at each other for a 

couple of hours. 

Then Mac said, “Are you | married?” 

Betty said, “No, Tm not. 

“Maybe we can do something about 
that,” Wisc declared. 

Five months later he ‘got around to the 
actual proposal, which is unique in the 
annals of romantic history. 

“You have to choose between me and 
the William Morris agency,” Mac said. 
“For I just won’t go for your being an 
actress after we are married.” 

Betty accepted the proposal then and 
there, and it wasn’t until two days later 
that she realized that Mac had won the 
eternal argument between sweethearts in 
the theater, just by attaching a “rider” 
to the main proposition. 

So Betty and Mac were married. 

Twice. 

The first time in a big formal wedding 
in the Church of the Redeemer at Bryn 
Mawr, Pennsylvania. 

Mac left the theater right after the 
last curtain on Saturday night, and took 
the train for Philadelphia. On the way 
over, the wedding guests helped him put 
on the gold garter set Gertrude Lawrence 
had given him for a wedding present. 

That was a gag, of course. So was the 
telephone call right after the ceremony 

(Continued on page 81) — 


Jane Greer... 


RKO actress with two big pictures 
coming up—They Won't Believe Me, 
with Robert Young, and Out of The 
Past, with Robert Mitchum. 


(Aside to RKO. Won't you please put 
Jane in a comedy? The girl's a natu- 
ral comedienne. She had us rolling 
in the aisle when we took our fashion 
photos.) 


Jane opens up our “summer in the 
city". fashion portfolio with the cutest 
summer raincoat on record. It's got 
jaunty shoulder flanges and jutting 
pockets—and each white button bears 
a red umbrella. 


The fabric is Oxford cotton gabardine, 
Zelan-treated to ward off the rain- 
drops. Comes in aqua, maize, natural, 
white. Sizes 9-15. And don't rub your 
eyes when you see the _ price—it's 
-really that unbelievable! 


By Ann Howe = $5.90. 


To find out where to buy this raincoat, 
pecse: turn to page uc 
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FOR SUMMER IN THE CITY 


spend the day a a 


short sleeved print 


| By Connie Bartel, Fashion Editor 


Who cares how hot it is 


when you can look so cool—and so 


cute! Jane Greer models a minx of a 


dress with an impudent bustle bow— 


a scooped neckline—and a black ribbon. 


It’s sheer printed cotton with green, 


purple and pink squiggles 


“in heavenly shades. Also 


other colors. Sizes 9 to 15. pA <3 eX f ee ‘ WHERE 
By Jonathan Logan. ..... $10.95. ay wif aD ie “ir TO BUY 


See page 79? 


@ You'll actually hope 


for torrid weather—when it 


gives 


you an excuse for~a pretty: cooler 


like the one Jane Greer models here. 


The neckline is. sweet and low— (for 


your favorite necklace) —the pouch - 


pockets are cut on a curve. 


Printed sayon—gold, blue 


18. 
$10.95 


izes 10- 


Ss 


By Hadden Casuals. .... 


te. 


k on whi 


or pin 


FOR SUMMER IN THE CITY 


date in sophisticated hae 


if @ Naturally you know that for 
sheer man-killing lure there’s nothing 


like sheer black. Jane Greer models 
z ane : WHERE 
a sophisticated date dress with a TO BUY 
film of net at the throat, an edging of See page 79 
net on sleeves and rippling apron— 


and a peplum in back. (Back 


view in above photo.) 


i Rayon. In sizes 9-15. 


By Donna Hale...... $14.95. 


@ For ooh-la-la, try the 


rustle of black moire. Here Jane Greer 
poses in a wicked widow number with 
a follow-me bustle, a full, longer 

skirt, and a low curved neckline in 
front. Wear it with a huge hat, 

black stockings, and naked 


sandals. Then wait for 


results, Rayon. Sizes 9 to 15. 


R. & K. Original... About $14.95. 


FOR SUMMER IN THE CITY 


black = 


with satin 


@ Did you know that satan 


satin is fashion’s love again? It is— 


and sirens please take note. Jane Greer 


models big-city black—very woman of 


the world. It’s two-piece; in crepe with 
draped satin peplum, satin cuffs, gold 
buttons and slim gold belt. High 

neckline. Rayon. ‘Sizes 9-15. | 

By Junior Accent $19.95. 

Helmet by: Madcaps, $4. 


WHERE 
TO BUY 


See page 79 


| 
| 


HERE YOU CAN BUY 
MODERN SCREEN FASHIONS 


Ann Howe raincoat with umbrella buttons 
worn by Jane Greer in the full color photo- 
graph (Page 73) 
New York, N. Y.—Bloomingdale’s, Hi- 
School Shop, Second Floor 
Jonathan Logan printed dress with bustle 
worn by Jane Greer (Page 74) 
St. Louis, Missouri—Famous-Barr & Co., 
Little New Yorker Shop, Fourth Floor 


Hadden Casuals printed dress with pouch 


pockets worn by Jane Greer (Page 75) - 


Brooklyn, N. Y—Abraham & Straus, 
Central Bldg., Second Floor 
New York, N. Y.—Oppenheim Collins, 
Gallivant Shop, Third Floor 
Norfolk, Va—Ames & Brownley, Inc., 
Seance T pee Third Floor 
Washington, D. C—The Hecht Co., Cas- 
ual Shop 
Donna Hale black rayon dress with net at 
the throat worn by Jane Greer (Page 76) 
Eadeipbia, © Pa—Oppenheim Collins 
Washington, D. C—Woodward & Lothrop 
R. & K. Original black moire bustle dress 
worn by Jane Greer (Page 77). 
Boston, Mass—R. H. White’s, Junior 
Dept., Second Floor 
Chicago, Ill—Carson, Pirie Scott & Co. 
Detroit, Michigan—Crowley, Milner Co. 
New York, N. Y.—Saks-34th, Junior 
Dresses, Second Floor 
Philadelphia, Pa—Lit Brothers, Junior 
Dress Dept., Third Floor 
Washington, D. C—The Hecht Co., 
Young Washingtonian Shop 
Junior Accent black crepe dress with satin 
worn by Jane Greer (Page 78) 
Boston, Mass.—Coleman’s, Junior Dresses, 
Second Floor . 
Brooklyn, N. Y.—Martin’s, Miss Mar- 
leigh Junior Shop, Second Floor 
ge City, Mo.—Rothschild’s Jr. Dress 
pt. 
Newark, N. J—L. Bamberger & Co. 
Oklahoma City, Okla—Rothschild’s Jr. 


pt. 
Washington, D. -—Erlebacher’s, Junior 


Lingerie on Page 80 


_Tommiecoat 


Durham, N.. C.—Baldwin’s, Lingerie, 
Second Floor 
Elizabeth, N. J—R. J. Goerke Co. 
‘Harrisburg, Pa.——Bowman’s, Lingerie 
Shop, Second Floor 
Youngstown, Ohio—Strouss-Hirshberg, 
Lingerie Dept.,.Second Floor 
Tommies Short-cuts 
Durham, N. C.—Baldwin’s, Lingerie, 
' Second Floor 
Elizabeth, N. J—R. J. Goerke Co. 
Harrisburg, Pa—Bowman’s, Lingerie 
Shop, Second Floor 
_San Antonio, Texas—Frank Brothers, 
Women’s Dept., Second Floor 
- Youngstown, Ohio—Strouss- Hirshberg, 
Lingerie Dept., Second Floor 
Stardust panties 
St. Louis, Missouri—Stix, Baer & Fuller, 
Downstairs Store ’ 
Copacabana bra 
Newark, N. J.—L. Henbewcek Co. 
New York, N. Y.—Macy’s, Corset & Bra 
Shop, Second Floor 
“Diana” slip by Kayser 
Los Angeles, Calif—The May Co. 
Blue Swan nightgown 
Cleveland, Ohio—The May Co., out Un- 
dies, Street Floor 


If no store in your city is listed, write: | 


Fashion Editor, Modern Screen, 149 
Madison ee pew York 16, N. We 


‘BEHAVIOR? \' 


You'll love the famous up- 
lift feature that makes 
“Perma-lift’* Bras AMER- 
ICA’S FAVORITES. The 
specially designed cushion 
insets at the base of the 
bra cups gently support 
your bust from below— 
never lose their uplift 
through countless washings 
and wear. ‘‘Perma-lift’’ 
Bras are at your favorite 
corset department— most; 
styles from $1.50 to $3.50. 
**-Perma-lift’’ and *‘Hickory’’ are trade 


marks of A. Stein & Company. 
(Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.) 


Write for Free Booklet on corset and 
brassiere fitting comfort. 


Address Ruth Stone—‘Perma-lift’’ Stylist, 


1143 W. Congress Street, 


SASS Sh 


———— 


5 


Tall 
Medium 
Short 


Junior 


“*Reg. U.S. Pat. Of. on 


Your best slip is back again 
with its famous swirl skirt 
that-wont-bunch, ride up, 
or twist: about $2.25 


In a slip it's "Good Behavior that counts 


MOVIE STAR SLIPS * 159 MADISON AVE., N.Y. 


For happy feet this — £ 
Summer, there’s nothing quite 
like these fine Trimfit mercerized 
cotton ribbed anklets for all your 
activities. Wear them straight up 


or cuffed. Get them in colors to _ 


match every outfit! 


‘At good stores everywhere. 
For one nearest you, write: 
TRIMFIT, EMPIRE STATE BUILDING, 
NEW YORK 1, N. ¥s 


FOR SUMMER IN THE CITY 


lois of lovely lingerie 


. | PRR, 
Ve, 
eee me an 
Le 
gal 


|. HOT AND BOTHERED. After a - 
long hot day, you're limp. Date at 7! 


3. CAT NAP. After your bath, relax! 
Climb into a pair of Tommies Short- 
cuts, snooze. Cute, cool chopped off ~ 
2. WATER CURE. Slip into a seer- pajamas by Tommies, about $4.98 pair. 
sucker Tommiecoat, pin up hair, cream 

face. Then lots of bath salts, into the 


tub to soak! Tommiecéat, about $3.98. : 
4. OOMPHIE UNDIES. Now for glam- 


orizing! First, slick panties. By Star- 
dust. 69c. Then a satin bra, plunging 
to here. By Copacabana. About $2. 


5. SLICK SLIP. Slide into a slip that 
goes in and out where you do! Pink 
or white rayon crepe, appliqued lace 
bosom. “Diana” slip by Kayser. $4. 


6. SURE LURE, Man-killer dress, big 
hat, perfume. This date'll make history. 


et 
, 


_an_eyelash.: 


DREAM GUY 


(Continued from page 72) 


telling Mac he had to be at a radio studio 
at eight the next morning for a show. 

I guess you’d call it sort of a between- 
the-acts honeymoon, but it was romantic 
enough at that, because a friend loaned 
the couple a beautiful penthouse apart- 
ment. And then, of course, there was the 
second wedding which took place about 
three weeks later. 

This time Mac really proposed with all 
the right words. They borrowed an 
automobile and drove to South Orange, 
New Jersey. In the back seat was Vic 
Mature. 

Monsignor Kelly, an old friend of Mac’s, 
performed the ceremony. Vic was com- 
bination best man, godfather to Betty, and 
also gave the bride away. 

After that he went out into the automo- 
bile, crawled into the back seat and slept 
all the way back to Manhattan, completely 
ignoring the happy bride and groom. ~ 


busy day... 


Things were really happening fast to 
Macdonald Carey in those days. On a 
single day—January 15, 1941—-he became 
engaged, received his 1-A draft notice and 
signed his Paramount contract. He would 
have gone into the army before he could 
get around to those two weddings, but 
the physical exam kept throwing him out 
on account of a heart murmur. 

Later, in Hollywood, he played in sev- 
eral pictures, winding up with Wake 


Island. In that he was a Marine. He liked 


it sogmuch that he decided to really be- 
come one. 

The Marines didn’t bother about the 
heart murmur. They tossed him out 
because he was color blind and near- 
sighted. This burned Mac up. He went 
to a specialist and took eye exercises. 
Meanwhile, he signed to play an Army 
sergeant. . 

The Marines must have heard about 
it. He was sent for and nobody men- 
tioned the eyes or the murmur. The rest 
added up to a one-line history of Carey 


‘in the war— 


Boot camp, Bougainville, Espiritu Santo, 
Mindorow, Mindanao and Manus. 

During a lull’in the shooting, Mac and 
several friends visited a small island on 
which there were supposed to be head- 


hunters. Mac suggested to the Chief of 


the tribe that they had some very nice 
things fo trade in exchange for some 
skulls. ‘ 

“Cannot trade today,” the Chief mut- 


tered. “No: trade heads on ano aee Tribe - 
all good Presbyterians.” 


Mac has the darndest experiences. 

When he was assigned the leading role 
opposite Paulette Goddard in Suddenly It’s 
Spring, Producer Claude Binyon wanted 
him to look older. Night after night 
Binyon kept Mac up almost until dawn, 
sitting around with a pint of bourbon, and 
he still shudders at the memory of one 
certain saloon. 
_ He and Binyon had been sitting for four 
hours, when the producer signaled for the 
waiter. 

“Waiter,” 


said Binyon, ,, bring us a 


C4 couple of dirty sandwiches.” 
the waiter replied, not batting 


“Yessir,” 
“With fingerprints on ’em?” 
“Sure—all you can get. 
more, waiter. Bring us that shrunken head 
you have back of the bar.” 
The waiter brought the sandwiches eee 
the head. — 
_ Mac looked a lot older. 
ma of fact, he’s. a lot younger 
atic actor. He is 


And one thing. 


one of the better tennis players in the 
colony and can easily trim most of those 
who have been publicized as experts. 

His mom wanted him to be a fine 
pianist, probably because she was a music 
teacher, but Mac clung to the idea of 
medicine. 

While prepping at Exeter, the depression 
came along and swept Mac back nearer 
home to the University of Wisconsin. From 
there, as times caused the money wells to 


begin drying up, he retreated to Morning-- 


side College in Iowa. From this vantage 
point he pictured himself becoming a doc- 


_tor at about the age of forty. 


Writing! Ah, that was it, He chaperoned 
a car full of hogs to New York, spent all 
the money he earned on books and then 
couldn’t afford to stay alive. So he 
bummed his way back home, where he and 
three buddies joined forces. 

The foursome shipped through the Pana- 
ma Canal on’ their way to Honolulu. Ar- 


riving at’ San Diego, they missed ship._ 


They rushed to Los Angeles, got to fooling 
around Hollywood looking for movie stars, 
and missed ship again. They bought an 
old Ford and raced frantically for San 
Francisco, but on the way they stopped to 
help a couple of people in a wrecked car. 
They were Helen Gahagan and Melvyn 
Douglas. Listening to them talk theater, 
Mac suddenly knew what he wanted. He 
went home, enrolled at the University of 
Iowa and kicked around a dramatics 
course. 

He thumbed his way into a road com- 
pany theatrical troupe and horrified audi- 
ences everywhere with his renditions of 
Shakespearean roles. 

When everything did an el foldo in Chi- 
cago, he became the First Nighter on that 


- program and the handsome fellow nobody 


could see in the soap operas. 

“T was just as scared then as I am now 
every time I start to open my mouth,” Mac 
has often said. “It took me several years 
to understand that’s a good sign.” 

The worst day through which he ever 
suffered occurred about six months ago 
when Betty held center stage for the pre- 
miere appearance of their first offspring, 
Baby Lynn. 


grendma to the rescue... 


Betty’s mother had arrived for the crisis, 
which she has faced nervelessly through 
the birth of something like twenty-seven 
grandchildren. Mama Hecksher took one 
look at her son-in-law and knew that he 
was growing more faint by the minute. 
When at last they reached the hospital, 
Mac was limp. 

Mama was equal to the occasion. She 
motioned Mac to a quiet corner and pulled 
forth a small bottle from her purse. Mac 
tilted it back and swallowed. His face froze 
with a look of horror. 

“Great Scott,’ he choked, “what was 
that?” 

“Horse liniment,” Mama said, a wicked 
look in her eyes. 

And Mac is not sure yet whether or not 
she was telling the truth. 

“You know, Mac,” I said, as we strolled 
toward the luncheon table, “I hear that 
you are going to have star billing in your 
next picture. Maybe: now you will get a 
real smackerino from the leading lady. 
Maybe now no more dream stuff.” , ~ 

Mac turned a little pink around the ears. 

“Guess what the title of his next picture 
is,” Betty said: with a slightly malicious 
smile. “No, don’t guess—I’ll tell you. Betty 
Hutton is the co-star and the picture is 


_ Dream Girl. 


? HOLMES & EDWARDS : 


The modern way to 


ask for silverplate 
NZ Wy 


ZW 


The two blocks of 
sterling inlaid at back 
of bowls and handles 
of most used spoons 
and forks. They make 
this silverplate stay 
lovelier longer. Fifty- 
two piece set $68.50 
with chest. (No Fed- 
eral Tax.) 


ecore 
eooeene 
Po 


STERLING INLAID° 
SILVERPLATE 


"e 
COOSA ea A RERIIOCE 
Pe ecccaccoecccseee® 


Copyright 1947, The International Silver Co., Holmes & Edwards Division, 


Meriden, Conn. Sold in Canada by : The T. Eaton Co., Ltd., Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 


FOR YOUTHFUL UPLIFT 
SMART SEPARATION 


“8 


(3 for $5) 


Hollywood figure 
elamour is instantly 
yours with Glamour 
Bra! You’ll enjoy added 
charm and personality . 
you'll feel better... look 
better. Glamour Bra is scientif- 
ically designed to give permanent 
uplife . . . smart separation. 
Note these features: 
@ Quilted cups @ Lastex front in- 
sert @ V-type adjustable straps 
@ Sturdy elastic back @ 4-Way. ad- 
justable fastener @ Easy to launder. 


Nude or White 
—Rayon Satin 
or Fine Cotton 


Sizes 32 to 40 


Glamour-perfect for dresses, 
sweaters, blouses. : 

For curvaceous beauty . . . order 
Glamour Bra NOW . Satis- 


faction or your money back. 


USE THIS HANDY COUPON 


| nerds STORES CO., Inc., Dept. 17-D 2 
L Owensboro, j 
ff Please send me, Slemaur Bras at is each (3 for $5). 
a Nude | | | | | Cottn ( @ 
O White | | | | | Rayon Satin] | 
B (check one) Cash() Money Order] Check(] C.0.0..— & 
B Name i 

r] Address 

City. 3 State J 
I We pay postage if remittance is enclosed, no C.0.D.’s oulsid a 
Co ee ee ee = oo 


SOUND OF LAUGHTER 


(Continued from page 70) 


completed another gruelling night’s work 
in Hollywood’s first genuine tragedy, Eu- 
gene O’Neill’s Mourning Becomes Electra, 
and she was glamorously ensconced in a 
vast pink bed 


The first thing I asked her about was . 


those funny hats of hers. 

“T do not wear funny hats,” Miss Russell 
stated solemnly. “I do not, Nor do I have 
so many hats, either.” 

“How many, Miss R?” 

Her closet disclosed 39. Miss Russell was 


“astonished. She thought perhaps there 


82 


were a few more around somewhere; may- 
be she: had 55 hats all together. 

“But I wear all my clothes at least a 
year. Nothing extreme, many things alike. 
Lots of large hats, and always a pink 
floppy one.” 

“Every time I express extreme distaste 
for one of Roz’s hats, she begins to wear it 
constantly and she begins to appear in it 


‘between the covers of expensive maga- 


zines. I have learned my lesson.‘Now I say 
nothing,” said her husband. 

Since Fred Brisson turned out to be a 
man who knows how to live happily with 
a minor force of nature, I asked him what 
strategies and charms.he employed to get 
her to marry him in the first place. 

“JT was coming over from England to go 
into the agency business,’ Fred Said. 
“And on shipboard I saw Roz in The 
Women. When I arrived, I asked Cary 


‘Grant to introduce me. He did, and I began 


to propose, over coffee cups and at 
parties. 

“T proposed steadily from January, 1940, 
through October, 1941, and she finally 


accepted me by telephone one morning at 
6:30. 


“She was very logical about it. She 
figured that a man who could ask a girl 
to marry him at 6:30 am. must mean it 
for keeps.” 

For almost six years they’ve lived hap- 
pily in a perfectly appointed, expertly 


managed home, 
and laughter. 

When she first came to Hollywood, she 
used up excess energy bounding -around 
shadowing interesting people. 

On one such interesting-people explora- 
tion, she fell into conversation with a 
Marine sergeant in San Diego. 

“By golly, you look like Rosalind Rus- 
sell, ” he blurted. 

“f am,” she grinned. He invited her to 
a dance the next Saturday night, and 
next Saturday she turned up, driving 120 
miles to get there. Roz danced all night 
and reached her home in Beverly Hills 
at 4 am. She’d had a wonderful time, met 
interesting people. 

In spite of her dramatic gifts, Roz ob- 
viously has never learned how to act like 
a movie star. 

On a recent trip to Chicago, she was 
hurrying through the station surrounded 
by porters bearing her effects in paste- 
board cartoons and brown paper sacks. 

“Do you always travel in such style?” 
queried a sarcastic newspaper reporter. 

“Invariably,”. snapped Miss R. “Only this 
time I forgot my canary.” 

After Roz had been in Hollywood many 
years, an older sister whom she calls “The 
Duchess,” arrived for a visit, and Riz gave 
a dinner party in her honor. 

The Duchess dressed elaborately for it. 
The guests arrived in riding boots, berets, 
jodhpurs, slacks and sports jackets. They 


between pandemonium 


entered with private keys, hugged Roz, ° 


strolled upstairs, put their feet on the sofa, 
and raided the icebox. Finally, Roz’s mas- 
querading boy friends settled down and 
acted like gentlemen, but not before the 
Duchess had decided that little sister was 
a gone goose in Hollywood- 

Her flair for comedy overshadows her 
serious side, but there is a serious side to 
Roz. It is not well-known, even among her 
closest friends, for instance, that she fought 
for five years for the opportunity of risk- 


MODERN SCREEN 


ing her career in Sister Kenny. This dra- 
matic, controversial film would have a 
lethal effect at the box office, the experts 
told her. Roz ignored their mournful 
predictions, made the picture anyway 
and was nominated for the Academy 
Award! 

More than that, she became an enthusi- 
astic, hard-working director of the Sister 
Kenny Foundation and the warm personal 
friend of Sister Kenny herself. 

Fred has a telegram from Sister Kenny, 
which Roz modestly forgets to mention. 
It winds up: 

“You have done more for humanity than 
any living woman.” 

she serves on eleven other com- 
mittees, among them the Nurses’ National 
Memorial, Mrs. Dwight D. Eisenhower’s 
favorite, ‘with headquarters in Washing- 
ton. She is on the board of the Motion 
Picture Academy of Arts and Scienes. 

In addition, her working day is some- 
what tougher than a coal miner’s. She is 
up daily at six, uses her lunch hour for 
business conferences and her 12 com- 
mittees, works until six, plays with her 
son until 7:30, reads new plays or studies 
her lines until 10, and goes to bed. 

At the moment, she is engrossed by 
Mourning Becomes Electra, in which she 

plays the. dour part of Lavinia. 

“It’s the toughest thing I ever did,” she 
confesses. “Every scene is tougher than 
the hardest scenes in Kenny.” 

Her next picture, following Electra, will 
be Lucky Penny, to be produced by her 
husband’s new company, Independent 
Artists, and will be her return to comedy. 

“We have to submit scripts to her,” said 
Fred, ruefully. “She isn’t under contract 
to us. I have to compete with everybody 
else to get Russell in a picture!” 

Aside from the staggering amount of 
energy the Brissons expend as part of 
their routine, they lead reasonably simple 
lives. Sunday is special. The family spends 
it together. The early part of every eve- 
ning belongs to young Lance, possibly the 
best-mannered: young man of 4 in this 
hemisphere: he likes to bow from the 


_ waist and say “sir” to his elders. 


that's my mom... 


Lance only recently discovered that his 
mother was a movie star. He was rehears- 
ing his worldly knowledge one evening, 
reciting his full name, his home address, 
the Brisson telephone number, and his 
father’s full Danish name. 

“And you,” he said, grinning at his 
mother, “are Rosalind Russell.” 

“Who told you?” 

“Some nurses in the park,” 

The night before Lance’s advent four 
years ago, they sat up all night with 
friends thinking up ridiculous names for 
new babies, which inspired Rosalind to 
laugh so hard and so long that they 
eventually had to hurry to get to the hos- 
pital on time. Lance Brisson was literally 
born in a gale of laughter. 

A few months ago Rosalind sat down at 
her typewriter, which she operates like a 
whirling dervish, and started to write a 
play. It was an autobiographical drama, 
based upon her extra-cinema experiences. 
She completed one act and took it to a 
producer. 

The producer read the act and looked 
at Roz solemnly. 

“Tear this thing up,” he said. “Nobody 
will believe a word of it. And if they did 
believe it, they would have you packed off 
in a strait jacket. y 


INFORMATION DESK 
by Beverly Linet 


<— CAMERON 
MITCHELL was 
~ born in Dallas- 
® town, Pa., on Nov. 
4. He is 6’ tall, 
weighs 173 lbs., 
and has brown 
eyes and hair. He 
is married to Jo- 
anna Mendel and 
has one son. Write 
to him at M-G-M, 
Culver City, Calif., where his latest 
picis High Barbaree with Vanand June. 


WILLIAM 
PRINCE was born 
in Nichols, N. Y., 
on Jan. 26, 1913. 
He 2s 50 117 tall, 
) weighs 160 lbs., 
and has blue eyes 
- and brown hair. 
- He is married and 
has one child 
Write to him at 
Actors’ Equity 
Assoc., 45 W. 47th Street, New York. 


DREW MILLER 
was the mechanic 
in The Farmer’s 
~ Daughter, and 
Gwen Littlefield, 
. 1900 Sherbourne 
Avenue, Los An- 
- geles, president of 
_the June Allyson 
Club, organized a 
_ club to boost him 

to stardom. Drew 
is 28, unmarried, and 6.3” tall. Send 
pul-enty of mail to him at Universal, 
Universal City, Calif. . . ; join his club, 
and help build this vet to stardom. 


Al Hine, New York: Here is that quo- 
tation trom Smashup: 

“To lie in bed and sleep not 

To wait tor one who comes not 

To try to please and please not. 


Which Cost More? 


To wake each day and tear not 
To go to sleep, and dream not 
To Sive one’s heart, and doubt not.” 


M. Cort, Ill.: Annette Sterling, 6400 S. 
Whipple St., Chicago, has the Richard 
Conte Club; Pat Semenetz, 6351 Cedar 
Street, Huntington Park, Calif., has 
the Janis Paige Club, and Betty Gott- 
schalk, 50-11 205 St., Bayside, N. Y., has 
the Arthur Kennedy Club. 


Betty Lou S., Flushing: Keith Andes 
was Sven; Lex Barker, Olaf, and James 
Aurness, Peter, Loretta Young’s broth- 
ers in The Farmer’s Daughter. All at 
RKO, Hollywood. 


Any questions today or any day? Send 
them and a self-addressed, stamped en- 
velope to Beverly Linet, INFORMA- 
TION DESK, MODERN SCREEN, 
149 Madison Avenue, N. Y. 16, N. Y. 


SPECIAL OFFER 


SUPER-STAR INFORMATION 
CHART—1946-~47 (10c)—A new edi- 
tion of the chart that’s a 32-page pocket 
encyclopedia of fascinating data on all 
your favorite stars. 100 additional 
names never before listed! Please send 
10c in coin to Service Dept.,. MODERN 
SCREEN, 149 Madison Avenue, New 
York 16, N. Y. 


One cost twice as much as the other. But both are crisp, fresh, smart- 
looking. Both were starched with LInIT* to give them a smooth, flawless 


finish...with no streaks or shiny spots. 


There’s no trick to it. LINIT is easy to prepare. It makes a thin, fluid 
mixture that penetrates the fabric, lays tiny dust-catching fibres, gives 
an all-over luxurious finish. Use Luni for all fabrics. ..dainty cotton 
frocks, house-dresses, aprons, children’s clothes, curtains, tablecloths 
you'll agree that Linit is the superior starch for all laundering. 


*¥ 


LINIT IS A REGISTERED 
TRADE-MARK OF 
CORN PRODUCTS 

REFINING COMPANY, 
NEW YORK, N.Y. 

@c.P.R. CO., 1947 


P. S. The white 
shirt cost $7.95... 
the blue $3.95 
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A MAN’S CASTLE—By Jack Wade 


(Continued from page 65) 


cake. They looked like two baby angels. 

“Just wait,’ she thought triumphantly. 
In Beverly Hills, she parked the car right 
in front of Martha Smith’s shop and got 
out. “You two sit quietly there for just 
thirty seconds,” she instructed, “while I 
go in and bring Auntie Linda out. Don’t 
touch anything. Skip, you keep Pidgeon 
off the horn.” 

Exactly forty-five seconds later, she 
emerged from the shop beaming fatuously, 
her friend in tow. 

“There,” said Jo. “What do you think?” 

“IT think,” said Linda, “that you might 
at least put little shirts on them when you 
take them out in public, Jo. After all!” 

There sat Jo’s two offspring, mother- 
naked except for their little pants. On the 
sidewalk beside the car, where they had 
thrown them, lay their carefully selected 
wardrobes of the day. 

The Haymes children, who in moments 
of this sort are addressed as Richard and 
Helen, come by their ebullience, good 
looks and individualism naturally. Both 
Dick and Joanne go about the business of 
living with the energy of determined 
wildeats. When things are right for the 
Haymes’, things are ecstatically right; when 
things are wrong, they're all wrong. 

Dick came home from his week in Palm 
Springs in a towering bad humor. “Of 
course I had a good time,” he told Jo who 
had been working and unable to go with 
him. “But look at this weather. Ive got 
that sinus again. Felt it coming on just 
about the time I hit San Bernardino. Call 
the doctor, will you, and ask him to bring 
the penicillin.” 


He went to bed early that night, with 
his headache, and woke the next morning 
feeling, to put it mildly, peculiar. For one 
thing, he couldn’t open his eyes. He put 
his hand up to his face and discovered that 
his head was about the size of a water- 
melon. 

Whereupon, he loosed a tremendous 
groan and began shouting hoarsely for Jo. 
She came to him on the double. 

“Ym dying,” Dick told her. 

“But what’s the matter with you?” 

“Tt’s the plague,’ he said. “Don’t come 
near. Just take good care of the children 
and keep my memory fresh.” 

The doctor, when he arrived, was as 
astonished as anyone else. “Giant hives,” 
he pronounced. “What’ve you been eat- 
ing?” 

They figured it out, finally. It had been 
very hot in Palm Springs, and Dick had 
chosen gin-and-tonic to sip after the day’s 
tennis. There is quinine in tonic water, 
and that had done it. 

“At least,” said Dick, as the swelling 
slowly spread toward his feet, “I have the 
biggest damn case of hives in all history.” 

“That’s my man,” Jo said. 

He was well in three days, and spent the 
fourth recuperating beside the pool. Jo, 
in a domestic mood, spent it with him, 
sprawling in shorts on a lawn couch. 

From his deck chair Dick surveyed his 
home, and his family. There was the 
house on the curving drive; the sep- 
arate nursery (called “Liza’s House,” after 
Pidgeon’s favorite doll); the well, pool and 
bridge; the guest house, the playhouse and 
bath house beside the pool and tennis 
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courts; the stables, with the five horses 
(and two others at pasture); and the half- 
mile exercise track. 

The three thoroughbreds were being 
trotted around the track at the moment. 
By the tennis courts, Noonny supervised 
the roisterous play of Skip and Pidgeon. 
In Beverly Hills and Westwood and Holly- 
wood and New York, inflexible machinery 
ground away at his business enterprises: 
his picture work, his radio show, and his 
music publishing business. 

And at his side demurely sat—or, rather, 
lounged—the girl with whom he has had 
only one real misunderstanding. 

All was infinitely right with the world. 

“D’you think you'll make another pic- 
ture soon?” he asked lazily. 

A year ago he would not have been 
capable of asking that so casually. Those 
had been the days when Jo had suddenly 
developed a passion for going into pictures, 
and he had just as violently opposed the 
notion. 

Being Jo, she had gone anyway, and, of 
course, in the end he had come to his 
senses; had even visited her on the set of 
her second picture, Red River, a couple of 
weeks before. 

The career business had been his own 
fault, really. He had introduced her to 
Director Howard Hawks in the first place. 
He might have known, as beautiful as Jo 
was, that the outcome must be a movie 
contract for her. 

She answered his question about her 
next picture. “Not soon,” she said. “I like 
all this too much. I’m afraid I’m really 
very domestic, after all. Besides, I like 
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being around, so that when you have a 


“Just for saying such a sweet thing Ill 
tell you a secret. I’m going to get a cabin 
eruiser for fishing, and I’ll take you over 
to the Catalina Isthmus in it.” 

“What—and leave me there while you go 
out after sailfish? No thanks.” She thought 
suddenly of Bill Burton, Dick’s manager, 
and laughed. “Bill will go right through 
the ceiling when he hears about this.” 

“Oh, the boat won’t cost much. I’m get- 
ting it with a couple of other guys and it’s 
a very sharp deal.” 

Jo laughed again. “Just the same, I know 
exactly what Bill will say. He was over 
for lunch yesterday, by the way, and gave 
me a lecture on economy. He told me the 
story of his struggle to keep you solvent. 
Want to hear it? ; 


gift horse... 


“Well, Bill said that two years ago he 
was racking his brain for some method of 
keeping you out of night clubs, but you 
insisted that you relaxed by going to them 
and if you couldn’t relax, you couldn’t 
por And then nobody’d have any money 
at all. 

“So it-occurred to him that if you had a 
horse you might relax by riding it about, 
and not want to go to Ciro’s so often. That's 
why he gave you the Palomino for Christ- 
mas.” 

“So that’s why he gave me that horse. 
A fine thing, scheming behind my back.” 

“Not such good scheming,” Joanne 
grinned at him. You forthwith bought 
two more horses and the board bill was so 
much, we moved out here to have a place 
for them, and you know what this place 
cost. 

“And then, of course, you bought four 

more horses, and had to put up the stables 
| and build a track, and hire a groom, all 
of which further dented Bill’s budget and 
kept him awake nights. 
_ “And the saddest thing was, you did ride 
in thée-afternoons, and then with seemingly 
inexhaustible energy you went right on 
relaxing every night at Ciro’s and the 
Mocambo!” 

“Poor Bill. But it served him right for 
being so devious in his methods.” Dick 
chuckled and turned over. 
| “That’s not the end of the story,” Jo told 
him. “His problem still wasn’t solved. He 
read somewhere that people who took pho- 
tography as a hobby fastened onto it like 
a vise. So next he gave you that camera. 


‘But that Groaner never flounders, and he’s 
always got the right answer. I often won- 
| (der if the radio public realizes what a job 
he does, program after program, com- 
peting with the top talent of the country. 
It ain’t no cinch, no-how.” 

--I asked Jolson how it had come about, 
the radio partnership between him and 
Crosby. 

“Bing and I used to say hello,” said Al 
Jolson, “but actually we never knew each 
‘other very well, until he asked me to go 
on his program. It’s a funny thing—first 
time I ever heard him sing, I listened to 
those deep tones and I told the crowd at 
|the table: “That's the new Jolson, never 
| thinking that years later, we’d be working 
together.” Above Jolson’s head, in my 
| apartment, was a picture of Crosby, Bob 
| Hope, Jimmy Fidler and me, taken during 
/an exhibition golf match we played in 1938, 
| at the Lakeside Country Club, in Burbank, 
California. “He’s a pretty fair country 
| golfer, isn’t he?” asked Jolie, nodding his 
head toward Crosby. I told him that Bing 


| little free time, we can spend it together.” . 


“You got all excited for a while, and 
I came home one day to find none of the 
washing done, and a note from the laun- 
dress saying she’d quit. When I looked 
to see why, I discovered you’d changed 
the laundry into a dark room.” : 

Dick looked vague. “I wonder what 
ever become of that camera?” 

“Remember? You sold it to Victor 
Moore. You took pictures of everything 
and everybody for a time, but usually you 
forgot to take along your light meter, and 
you’d come out of your darkroom holding 
up pictures of someone with no head, or 
the ocean with the horizon at a cockeyed 
angle. 

“T don’t recall that the camera had any 
effect whatsoever on your night-clubbing. 
We went out all the time.” Jo paused sig- 
nificantly. 

“But do you notice we practically never 
make the rounds any more?” 

“T thought we agreed that it was more 
fun to stay home and run movies.” 

“Precisely. 

“And do you remember who gave you 
that sound projector?” 

“Tl be damned! He succeeded after all, 
didn’t he?” 

“That’s why he’s so good at his job,” she 
said. She stood up suddenly. “Good 
heavens, I just remembered. Tomorrow’s 
Bill’s birthday. What are we going to give 
him?” 

“How about a party? We haven’t had a 


‘bang-up party for a long time.” 


“You have lovely ideas, darling,” Jo said. 
“Tl call simply everybody. It’s short no- 
tice but they’ll come—they all love Bill.” 

Seventy-five people came, bearing as- 
sorted gifts. And Carmen Miranda and 
hér trio sang, and everybody else sang or 
stood on his head or did something, and 
nobody went home until five in the morn- 
ing. 
good news... 


Standing in their front door, watching 
the tail lights of the last car disappear 
down the drive, the Haymes’ felt they had 
really achieved happiness. And that was 
when Joanne told Dick that along about 
fall there would be a third occupant in 
the nursery. 

They stood still in the starlight, and Dick 
said softly, “What do you do when there 
are no words?” 

“You could kiss a gal,” Jo answered. 

And he did. Don’t all love stories end 
with a clinch? 
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(Continued from page 39) 


ranged from 73 to 78. “He’s the kind of 
kid who does anything well,” judged Jol- 
son. 

“You know,” Jolson said, “I’ve seen 
some pretty good performers in my day, 
but I’ve never seen anyone as relaxed as 
this kid Crosby. Scripts mean nothing to 
him. He drops ad libs any time one occurs 
to him. On that program we did with 
Irving Berlin, I figured I’d drop one in on 
him. So when Bing asked casually: ‘Well, 
what'll we do?’ I said, ‘You hit the first 
note and I'll ride along.’ So he looked at 
me, a little surprised, and hit the first note, 
and I stopped him. I said: ‘Wait a minute, 
lad. We ain’t gonna get any place with a 
note like that.’ You know what that guy 
shot back at me? He says, nice and easy 
like: ‘Take that note down to my bank 
and they'll discount it.’ Yes sir, he’s a real 
solid performer, that Crosby, and smart as 
a whip.” i 

Do Jolson and Crosby prepare for a pro- 
gram in similar fashion? “You must be 
kidding,” protested Jolson. “Me, I get to 
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Pick up a 


the studio as soon as the doors open, 1 
P.M. From then on, until air-time, or 
recording-time, I knock my brains out, re- 
hearsing my songs until I’ve got em ex- 
actly the way I want ’em. If the control 
man suggests that a note is not registering, 
I go over the entire song until he gives me 
the nod. But take that Crosby. He breezes 
in, nice and relaxed, about 6 p.m., looking 
like a California rainbow in those dafiy 
outfits he cooks up. Casually, he runs 
through his songs and then the bum takes 
a nap until the audience arrives. If the 
sound control man suggests he try a phrase 
in a song over again, Der Bingle grins back 
at him and says: ‘I was just trying it on for 
size, chum. It’ll be tailored to fit when we 
do the show.’ If he’s got nerves, he checks 
them back home.” 

Jolson had said that Groucho Marx was 
one of the all-time comedy greats in his 
book. What other names, I asked, were in 
the Jolson all-time book? 


as al sees ‘em... 

“Well,” he said, “in comedy, I’d rate 
Bobby Clark, Groucho Marx, Ed Wynn and 
Lew Fields in the very top flight. My all- 
time ratings would include, in various 
fields, David Warfield, Irving Berlin, Fred 
Astaire, Nora Bayes, Gertrude Lawrence, 
Gracie Fields, and Enrico Caruso.” “What 
about the movies?” “Garbo and Ingrid 


Bergman,” said Jolson. “What male movie 
stars?” Jolson shook his head: “No stand- 
outs.” 


How would Crosby have compared with 
the greatest of the older school? 

“T was afraid you’d ask that one!” he 
grinned. “Let me answer it this way. Con- 
ditions then and now are a lot different. 
We didn’t have mikes in those days. You 
had to project your tones to the last rows 
in the balcony. Bing crowds in on that 
mike, and purrs into it. Whether or not 
he could have met the old-time conditions 
is pure guess-work. But this I do know— 
in show business, they've always paid off 
on personalities, and certainly Crosby is 
one of the most appealing.” 

With the whole country excited over the 
Jolson comeback, and with The Jolson 
Story heading for a staggering gross, in 
this country alone, of $8,000,000, how did 
Al react to this new lease on professional 
life? 

“Tm getting a terrific belt out of it,’ he 
told me. “Not because of the money, and 
not because of the autograph fans. Look 
at it this way, Ed. I’m married to a young 
wife. All she knew about me, as a per- 
former, was what she read in reminiscent 
columns, or what performers told her. Now 
all of a sudden, I’m back again as a star. 
That’s the greatest kick for me—I’ve im- 
pressed my bride.” He grinned: “Bride, I 
said. Next March 24th, we will celebrate 
our third anniversary.” 

I shut off the radio. “I’ve never met 
anyone like her,” confided Jolson. “Sure, 
we have spats, like any other married 
couple. She storms out of the room, and 
slams the door on me, and I sit there, 
burning. Five minutes later, out she comes 
and says: “Honey, let me see those socks 
you're wearing. It’s cold and wet out, and 
I don’t want you to wear silk socks. Take 
them off and put these on.” Jolson 
chuckled: “She can’t stay mad for more 
than five minutes, no sulking—nothing 
like that—and that’s why we’re heading 
for our third anniversary.” 

I asked him to tell me exactly how they’d 
met—most people understood that she’d 
been his nurse when he had his chest 
operation. 

“No, she wasn’t my nurse. In fact she 
never was a nurse, but an X-ray technician 
in an Army hospital at Hot Springs, Ar- 

__ kansas,” corrected Jolson. “I was playing 
wa. the hospital circuit, and at Hot Springs, the 


86 Army nurses and the technicians sat on 


the floor, in front of the wounded, so they 
could keep their eye on any of the kids 
who might suffer an attack during the 
auditorium show. I got off on the right 
foot with the nurses. I looked down at 
them and I told them that I was glad to see 
so many nurses, and I could assure them 
that at no time during my performance 
would I say anything that would embar- 
rass them. They all applauded. And then 
I added: ‘Of course, girls, it ain’t too late 
for you to escape in time.’ ” 

Jolson paused. “In those days, Ed, you'll 
remember that it was tough to get gas, and 
I was making the tour in my car, so right 
after the show, I made a bee-line to the 
executive officer and asked if he’d give me 
some gas tickets. As he was filling them 
out, suddenly I heard a weak little voice 
saying, ‘May I have your autograph, Mr. 
Jolson?’ I turned around and there she 
was—I was looking at her-as I signed her 
slip of paper, but nobody introduced us. 
So I got my gas tickets and away I went. 


| SAW IT HAPPEN 


A few years ago, 
Jeanette MacDon- 
ald gave a benefit 
concert at the 
Chicago Civic 
Opera. I was sev- 
en years old then, 
but already inter- 
ested in a singing 
career, so I per- 
suaded my mother 
to take me to hear 
Miss MacDonald sing. After the plan-. 
ned program, Miss MacDonald offered 
to sing special requests in return for 
any substantial contribution to a 
charitable cause. My mother gave me 
a dollar bill, which I grasped in my 
hand, and started to make my way 
toward the stage. Just then, I heard a 
man in the balcony ask Miss MacDon- 
ald if she'd sing for $3. The reply was 
“no.” Dejectedly, I returned to my 
seat, but Mother persuaded me to go 
up to the stage, anyhow. I drew a 
deep breath and asked very slowly, 
“Would you sing the ‘Italian Street 
Song’ for $1?” She squeezed my hand 
and addressed the audience: “If 
someone will add to this dollar, I will 
sing the ‘Italian Street Song’!” From 
all over the theater now, money 
poured in. More than a hundred dol- 
lars was added to my one—and there 
I sat listening enraptured to Jeanette 
MacDonald singing my request for the 
“Ttalian Street Song!” 

Karla Reynolds 
Chicago, Illinois 


“The next night, I was in Texas, for an- 
other Army hospital show. After the show, 


‘I couldn’t get to sleep. I kept thinking of 


that girl’s face. About five o’clock, in the 
morning, I put through a long-distance 
call to Hot Springs and woke up the 
Colonel who had given me the gas ration 
tickets. He must have thought I was com- 
pletely crazy, but he was very nice. He 
acted as though a 5 A.m. call from an actor 
happened every morning. So I asked him 
if he could remember the girl who had 
asked for an autograph, while he was giv- 
ing me the gas stubs. He asked me to hold 
the phone and he woke: up a captain who 


‘had been in charge of the nurses that 


night. Back he came to the phone and told 
me to copy down the name—Erle Gal- 
braith. 

“I wrote to her the very next day,” 
smiled Jolson. “I told her that I was not 


in love with her, of course; that I was old 
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En ocah to be her father, bu 
she had the kind of face that wi 
in the movies. I explana: ‘that | 2 di 
know how much she made a week, as an | 
X-ray technician, but that in the movies 
iH 


she could get a stock contract, while 
studying, for $100 a week. And I ended 
the letter by saying that if she came to 
the Coast, she could live with some mar- || 
ried friends of mine who would watch | 
out for her just as carefully as though she |} 
were their daughter. 

“Weeks later, I was in Hollywood when 
the doorbell rang. An elderly gentleman | 
introduced himself as a Los Angeles busi- 
ness man, who was a friend of the Gal- | 
braith family in Hot Springs. ‘Mr. Jolson,’ 
he told me, in a real southern accent, ‘I 
just dropped by to talk to you about this 
offer you’ve made to little Erle. As man- 
to-man, I can tell you that her parents are 
a little gun-shy of Hollywood. The Gal- || 
braiths are one of the oldest families in i 
Arkansas. Naturally, a girl would be at- | 
tracted by the glamor of the movies, but — 
the family doesn’t like it at all. I’ve come i 
here, to explain these things to you, sir, | 
because it would be MOST unfortunate i 
if everything wasn’t exactly as it has been f 
represented.’ ” 

Jolson assured the family friend that a 
the offer was bona-fide, that he wasn’t ine ; 
love with the girl, and had no designs on || 
her, but actually believed that Erle Gal- || 
braith had a chance to click in the movies. 
Al persuaded Columbia to give her a con- 
tract, and at long last, “Jolie” received 
the wire that she was on her way. 

“Her train was about 8 hours late,” he 
recalled, “and I spent the last three hours | 
sleeping on a bench in the railroad station, 
waiting for her. But the worst was yet to ; 
come. When she met me, the voice I'd |) 
remembered as soft and sweet had the || 
Arkansas rasp of Bob Burns, and for one |} 
shuddering moment, I had a mental pic- || 
ture of Harry Cohn’s face when he heard || 
her talk! I smoothed that out, that Tealig A 
ing, with Cohn, but then disaster really. 
struck. The doctors told me that I’d have 
to undergo an operation—have a lung re- 
moved. So there I was, going into a hos- 
pital for a serious operation, and with a 
protegée on my hands. 


I 


just what the doctor ordered .. . 


“Yet if it hadn’t been for the operation, || 
and for my desperate sickness, I never | 
would have tumbled to the fact that I was || 
in love with her,” said Jolson. “Wee a 
later, while I still had a tube in my back, || 
my nurse told me that a Miss Galbraith || 
was outside, to see me. So I got the doctor 
to give me a shot of stuff, and they brought 
her in. And as she walked through the || 
door I knew that I was head over heels | E 
in love. I felt like a kid of 16. And every 
time I saw her from then on, it got worse.” 

Jolson, convalescing at Palm Springs, || 
sent a letter to Mr. Galbraith, asking for || 
his daughter’s hand in marriage. 

Back came an airmail, Special Deliver 
letter that fairly sizzled. “You are old 
enough to be my daughter’s father,” blazed\ |} 
Mr. Galbraith. “I have never heard any-||} 
thing so insulting in all my born days.” 
Jolson telephoned Erle, and, crushed; read 
the letter to her. “Guess I better go home,” jf 
she told him. “I can twirl Dad around m 
little finger.* HY 

“Greatest part of The Jolson Story,” said 
Jolson, “is the fact that she did get her} 
parents to let her marry me. Now we ‘re 
all the best of friends, and her mother i 
out of this world. However, we are still § 
fighting the Civil War. When her moth 
came to New York to visit us, Erle mapped 
out a sightseeing trip for her. “Honey, } 
objected her mother, ‘you have. written 
down here, Grant’s Tomb.’ Erl eq 
‘Honey,’ chided h er, “Insi 
Tomb, th ‘ Me 


| 
There’s a Za Word in Entertainment... OPTOCOCOSS | 


! 
yy : 35 
whe; 


_NEW all through ... a glamorous, glorious 


show of shows... Hollywood's topmost 


< 


Be bt 
falent on the loose in Broadway's me 


AN ae 
Ground Combination... 


brightest nightspot! 


) 

j 

and CARI | 
with the 14 ' 
most beoutiful 
girls in | 
America! - | 
| 
| 
| 


GRoucHo CARMEN 
Marx MIRANDA; 
ANDY RUSSELL 


steve COCHRANGon JEAN 
ina Gam Coslow musica proouction 


“CopacABANa> 


; i Je Vous Aime 
with the COPA GIRLS—the 14 Most Beautiful Girls in America—and the Nation’s wy Yt "Stranger Things Have 2 
Top Nightspot Reporters... . LOUIS SOBOL—ABEL GREEN-EARL WILSON y Happened” (— ie. 
Directed by ALFRED E. GREEN Mo _ 


f “My Heort Wot Oo’, sii 4, 
Laslo Vadnay, Alan Boretz and Howard Harris « Additional dialogue by Sydney R. Zelinka 5 Doing A Bolero enemas 
Words and Music by Sam Cos'ow E ; 


| = Released thru UNITED ARTISTS “Let's Do the Copacebana’ 
i ; = 


Screenplay by 


Bee 3. 


in-Wonderland hair, and she smiled hbe- 
witchingly. 

James eyed her. She seemed a definite 
improvement on the other little girls, who 
were shrieking around in some silly parlor 
game. 

Her name was Pam and if she had only 
stayed around, the party might have been 
bearable. But she soon was whisked off, 
and James returned to bitterness. 

When he got home, his mother said, “Did 
you have a good time?” 

James eyed her reproachfully. “Parties 
are hateful,” he said. 

The accumulated excitement of the 
afternoon made the three-year-old burst 
into tears. But through his sobs came a 
sort of Greek refrain ... “Anyway, Pam 
loves me!” It was a family joke for years. 

This Pam, whose last name James has 
forgotten, wasn’t the one he eventually 
married. But Freudians might make out 
quite a case for her being the reason he 
didn’t marry until he met Pamela Kellino. 

James was always rather girl-shy. He 
went away to school when he was nine, so 
the only time he saw girls was on his 
brief vacations, and he didn’t think much 
of them. Of course, later at Cambridge, 
he danced with them at parties, and some- 
times they were fairly bright and he didn’t 
mind too much. 

By then, though, his real interest was 
acting. He’d had parts in a couple of plays 
at Marlborough, his preparatory school. 
One of them was written by the French 
master, and James did so well in it that his 
marks in French promptly went up, too. 

At Cambridge, James acted in The White 
Devil first, then later in a version of Mid- 
summer Night’s Dream set to music. This 
was a very elaborate production—too 
elaborate, as it turned out. James was stage 
manager, and full of enthusiasm. 

“There’s a chance for a really spectacu- 
lar scene when Oberon gives the party in 
the dream sequence,” he told the company. 
“Let’s have a cut-out of gauze with the 
lights showing through it, for a sort of 
misty radiance. We could make a gauze 
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drum, too, and lower it over Phoebus, with 
special lighting inside.” 

They spent most of their time on the 
props and setting for that scene. It was 
designed to knock everyone’s eye out. 

The great night arrived. The play went 
beautifully until the moment came when 
James was to speak the line that cued the 
scene. 

James delivered the line, and the curtain 
rose slowly on what was to have been 
a scene of faery beauty. Instead it re- 
vealed a wild bustle of activity. Stage- 
hands were doing carpentry work on the 
bridge, which was threatening to collapse. 
Electricians were switching lights on and 
off in a desperate attempt to trace a blown 
fuse. Phoebus was gazing unhappily up 
at the gauze drum which was about to 
descend upon him. 

When the actors and stagehands realized 
the curtain was up, they did the double 
take of all time. Actors froze into position. 
The technicians fled, leaving their tools 
behind them. And the gauze drum en- 
gulfed Phoebus crosswise in its cavernous 
depths without benefit of lighting, while 
he scrambled madly to get out. 

The audience, naturally, roared. 

“We were right,” James said afterward, 
grimly. “That scene was the hit of the 
show. But we’ll never live it down.” 

It was his first and last experience as 
stage manager. After that he stuck to act- 
ing. But Cambridge had other things, too, 
to offer. Rowing, for instance. There’s 
a story afoot that Mason was one of the 
great University rowers of history. When 
people ask about his rowing career, James 
is apt to say modestly, “Oh, I did a bit of 
it. Nothing to amount to much.” And the 
story continues to grow. 

One day his wife pinned him down on 


this. “Just what rowing did you do, 
James?” She always calls him James, 
never Jim. 


“Well, actually, I never rowed in any 
race. Another chap and I used to row 
about in a small shell, practicing very hard 
and hoping that one day they’d do some- 


"Will this be cash or charge, madam?" 
: Pela 


By Virginia Wilson 


making his debut 


thing about us. But they never did.” 

“James! You never tell people that, 
and they go on believing that you were a 
crack oarsman!” 4 

A wicked glint appeared in the Mason 
eye. “Who am I to go about exploding 
legends?” 

James usually spent his vacations at 
home, but one year, instead of going to 
Huddersfield, James took a job as tutor 
with a family in Germany. He would teach 
English to the children of the family for 
six weeks. Then when they paid him off, 
he would use the money to go to Berlin 
and really do the town, all by himself. _ 

Unfortunately, he neglected to ask what 
hiss salary would be, and after six weeks 
of coping with small Prussians who hadn’t 
the faintest desire to-learn English, he was 
handed the German equivalent of three 
dollars! Grimly, he settled for a. fourth- 
class ticket to nearby Oberammergau to 
see the Passion Play, instead of the trip to 
Berlin. 

When he finished Cambridge, he went 
to work as a junior draughtsman for three 
months—long enough to convince him that 
he definitely did not want to be an archi- 
tect. He found himself thinking more and 
more about the theater, and—mainly be- 
cause he had a friend who worked in radio 
—he decided that that might be an “in.” 

James went around to see the friend one 
day. “Do you think you could get me a 
hearing of some sort with these people you 
work for?” he asked diffidently. 

“I imagine so. Come around on Tues- 
day morning—they’re holding auditions 
then and I'll slip you in.” 


the flying yorkshireman.. . 


The audition wasn’t nearly as frighten- 
ing as James had expected. He recited 
some Shakespeare and then did a bit of 
very broad Yorkshire dialect that seemed 
to get over pretty well. 

They called him the next day to say they 
had a part for him. “A Yorkshireman?” 
he queried hesitantly. 

“Yorkshireman? Hell, no. It’s a French 
porter!” 

But the theater fascinated Mason far 
more than the radio. He began to make 
the rounds of the booking offices. The 
first question that came up was always 
“What stage experience have you had?” 
and the answer was always, “None.” 

The agents would shake their heads and 
that would be that. Finally, he answered 
an ad in Stage Magazine, and was hired 
before he could turn around. No ques- 
tions at all. 

It very soon became apparent that the 
company was on the verge of bankruptcy. 
In a couple of weeks they went over the 
edge, and James was fired. But now he 
had an answer to the “Experienced?” 
question. He got a job immediately with 
another group and promptly lost it be- 
cause the manager didn’t consider him 
a romantic type! 

The next play was Rasputin. This com- 
pany, while not quite as broke as the first 
one, was still operating on a shoe-string. 
Toward the end of the tour, they ran out of 
blank cartridges for the scene where Ras- 
putin is shot. James and several others 
found themselves in the humiliating posi- 
tion of having to shout “Bang! Bang!” in- — 
stead of firing guns, like small boys play- 
ing cowboy. : 

The company closed just before Christ- © 
mas, but thereafter James didn’t have 
much trouble getting jobs, and it wasn’t 
long before he found himself actually 

Lon es al as 


But now Fresh brings you a new fluffier, 
creamier deodorant ... to give you carefree 
underarm protection even on hottest days. 


Only Fresh can give you this patented 
combination of amazing ingredients in a new 
deodorant that has never been made before. 


New Fresh is the most effective cream deodorant 
you have ever tried . . . we think you'll agree! 
Yet dresses are perfectly safe from rotting .. . 
normal skin is perfectly safe from irritation. 


New Fresh is delicately perfumed, delightful to 
smooth on. No gritty crystals or annoying hard 
particles and it doesn’t dry out in the jar. 


But don’t take our word for it—test it. Test 
New Pertect Fresh today against your present 
deodorant —see if it isn’t the most effective—th 
most pleasant cream deodorant you have ever . 
been able to buy. Get your jar of New Perfect 
Fresh now—for carefree underarm protection 
even on hottest days. Available at all drug and 


toilet goods counters. 


bh RDA DER 


CREAMS DEODORANT 
SPOS PERSPIRATION 


New Perfect Fresh comes to you at the same low pre- 
war prices... 10%, 25¢, 43%, and new 59f economy size. 
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called Gallows Glorious. After that he was 
offered a place in the Old Vic company, 
with Charles Laughton, Roger Livesey and 
Flora Robson. 

James’ first role was that of Yasha, the 
scoundrel valet in The Cherry Orchard. 
He really went to town on the makeup 
for that part. 

But before the first performance, Laugh- 
ton got hold ‘of him. “ook here, Mason,” 
he said. “Take that stuff off your face. 
People like Korda will be coming to see 
this show. You want to sell yourself as an 
actor, not a makeup artist! Let ’em see 
what you look like!” 

James washed his face, gave a fine per- 
formance, and sure enough, Korda was 
there. He.was not only there, but he 
promptly signed Mason up to play a 
comedy juvenile in The Return of Don 
Juan, his next picture. 

James went around walking on air and 
buying drinks for all his friends. 

Well, he played the comedy juvenile for 
exactly six days of shooting. Then one of 
Korda’s stooges came around. 

“Awfully sorry, Mason, but you’ re not 
right for this. We're letting you go.” 

No use saying it wasn’t a blow. It was a 
bitter one, but providentially he was offered 
a part with the Gate Theater in Dublin 
just about then, and he stayed there for 
a year. 

When he came back at last, he went to a 
cocktail party which was also attended by 
Fate. Fate wore a pinstripe suit and had 
a discerning eye. The eye, which belonged 
to Director Al Parker, lit on James. After 
a brief chat, Al signed him up to make a 
picture called Late Extra. It was the be- 
ginning of a friendship that has lasted all 
these years, and a business partnership 
that has lasted as long, without ever a 
contract being signed. 

It was also the beginning of his romance 
with Pamela Kellino. Her husband was 
Roy Kellino, who was photographing 
Troubled Waters, the Parker epic then in 
production. 

James and Roy and Pamela became very 
good friends. The slump that hit the pic- 
ture business in 1938 found the three of 
them in Switzerland together. Pamela was 
taken sick there, and the two men sat 
around and worried alternately about her 
and the slump. 


brainstorm ... 


One day she sat up in bed with a tem- 
perature of 102 and looked at them. “I 
have an idea,” she said. “Let’s make a 
picture. Just we three. Or practically.” 

James went over and put his hand on 
her forehead. “Burning,” he told Roy. 
“The girl’s delirious.” 

“T’m nothing of the kind,’ Pam said in- 
dignantly. It’s a perfectly sensible idea. 
James is an actor, I’m an actress, and Roy’s 
a cameraman. How much money do we 
have?” 

They humored her. They counted up 
how much the three of them had, tucked 
away in bank accounts and old socks. All 
told, it came to around four thousand 
pounds. 

“We couldn’t even hire a studio for that,” 
-Roy said, “to say nothing about all the 
other expenses.” 

“I wonder.” James was _ looking 
thoughtful now, his dark eyes intent. 
“Suppose we shot the picture entirely out 
of doors? Suppose we wrote the story 
ourselves...” 

So he and Pam went to work on the 
story. It was a haunting tale of a young 
farmer married to a nagging wife. Eventu- 
ally, she drives him to murder. While he 
is trying to escape the police, he meets 
a girl novelist and they fall in love. The 
ending is tragic, the excitement intense. 

All right. They had the story. But 


cae about equipment? J ames Ce 


sickest BIS AAU us 


traded his car for a station wagon, and © 


they mounted their camera on that for 
trucking shots. The camera itself was an 
antique which fell apart every time any- 
one looked at it twice, but somehow Roy 
achieved wonders with it. 

They had written a scene involving a 
fox hunt, so they had to find a hunt oblig- 
ing enough to let them photograph it. 
Then wait—and wait, for decent weather. 
The hunt was not the chic type you fre- 
quently see on the screen, with languid 
gentry in pink coats cantering about. and 
meeting for a stirrup cup of champagne. 

The master of this fox-hunt was a farm- 
er. “Don’t know if you can catch a picture 
of that fox with your camera-dingus,” he 
said doubtfully. “Goes pretty fast, he does. 
I’ve got a good picture of a fox over the 
mantel back at the house, though. Could 
you maybe use that some way?” 

They thanked him warmly but said 
they’d take a chance on getting one in the 
field. As a matter of fact, they got a 
beauty, one of the best shots in the picture. 

Their money, unfortunately, disappeared 
much faster than they had counted on, as 
the weeks went by. Time after time they 
faced each other across a pint of beer at 
some country pub and read complete dis- 
couragement in one another’s faces. But 


crazily, stubbornly, they kept on. By the 


I So IT HAPPEN 


While waiting on 
line to make a 
purchase, my 
friend and I were 
discussing screen — 
actors. My friend — 
said, with feeling, 
“Dana Andrews 
just about para- 
lyzes me.” At that 
moment, a voice 
from behind her 
chimed in: “Well, in that case, you 
may not be able to move ahead on 
line, so would you mind if I took your 
place?” My friend was certainly taken 
by surprise when she turned around, 
for it was Dana Andrews in person! 
Marie Cermine 
New York, N. Y. 


time they got to the last sequence, they 


were really broke. 

They had to get a shot of a barn burn- 
ing. They had managed to build one of 
salvaged lumber, but it would burn aw- 
fully fast with no time for a lot of repeats. 

'“You’ve got to get it the first time, Roy,” 
James said. 

Miraculously, everything went off beau- 
tifully. The barn burned with a pure, 
celestial flame, and. Roy’s photography 
couldn’t have been better. 

When they came to marketing the pic- 
ture they ran into more trouble. Finally, 
a small, independent company took it 
over, with theatrically bad timing, just on 
the eve of the war with Germany. When 
war actually was declared, a week later, 
the whole outfit went tearing off to the 
United States on the first boat, leaving 
I Met A Murderer to its fate. 

Early in 1939, Pamela and Roy Kellino 
were divorced, and soon after she and 
James married. They had been in love a 
long time, but their affection for Roy had 
made it difficult. However, now every- 
thing was all right. They were very- 
happy. Pamela is right for James in every 
way. There is a quality of sweetness 
about them both which they spend most 
of their time trying to hide. In spite of 
their sophistication, they are, more than 
anything else, two people deeply in love. 
oe a good HE to ges : 


tone he has done skillful carica Ss 
all his friends, his enemies and himself. | h 
has never, to date, been able to do a sai 
isfactory one of Pam, although he 
spent days—and reams of paper—trying,)| 
- Only once did his caricatures cause an 
trouble. He did one of an ambitious and 
very vain young actress, who was throw1 
into a complete wing-ding by it. When- 
ever she: gets a few cocktails too man 
she falls to weeping on the nearest mank: 
shoulder. } 

“Why did James have to make that 
wicked, wicked picture of me?” she w: 
“It wouldn’t be so bad if it didn’t look) 
just like me!” 

After their marriage, fhe Masons ac 
quired a house in the country and severa 
cats. Not in that order, actually—the cats) 
made the house seem advisable. - 

Then James came back to London and 
embarked on the series of films which!) 
were to make him the most popular actor 
on the English screen. 


bobby-soxers' delight . . . 


The Man In Grey was his first big F | 
but it was The Seventh Veil which really|| 
made him the bobby-soxers’ idol. It a 
enabled him to command a _very larg e |) 
salary thereafter. : 

By now he and Pamela had acquires 
another country house—a charming place 
just near enough to London so they co ld | 
get there conveniently, and yet completely) 
secluded. And by now they had also ac-| 
quired a friend-companion-business asso 
ciate named Johnny Monoghan, who wa 
living with them. He was a square 
jawed, roving-eyed Irish-American, andj) 
they had picked him up in a bar. Of) 
rather he had picked them up. s 

It’s quite a story. James and Pamelaj| 
were touring with a play called Gaslight) i 
and the troupe stopped at Salisbury, which 
was swarming with American soldiers. 

“Here’s the spot to find a character i 
my book,” Pam announced. The onk 
thing that had been holding up her writ—| 
ing was the character of an American 
officer. 

They sat in the hotel bar and watchell| 
dozens of American officers come in and| 
go out. Somehow none of them seem 
just the type. There was one solidly buil 
young man who stood at the bar cons 
ing enormous quantities of whiskey a 
leering happily at Pamela, who tried 
ignore him. He wore the dirtiest raincoal 
in the ETO, and wasn’t, they thought, 
officer at all. 

Finally, the whiskey began to catch 
with him and he got truculent. He swag 
gered over. Would they have a dri 
with him, or wouldn’t they? Oh, they 
wouldn’t? Wham! Two glasses of whis 
key landed in'the fireplace. 

“Those were yours. Compliments of 
Monoghan,” he informed them. 

Alarmed at a possible crisis in interna 
tional relations, the Masons explained that 
they seldom drank, but they were aa 
lighted to see him and wouldn’t he sit 
down and have one on them? 

He would and he did. He told them al 
about himself. He was Captain Jo 
Monoghan. He came from ee | 
where he had been a member of the Sta‘ ay 
Police. And some day he was going 
be a writer. Why, just the other dai 
coming up on the train, he’d had a terrific} 
idea for a mystery-thriller. Here’s thi 
soldier, see, and he’s AWOL and he gel 
involved in a murder... 

Something clicked in Pamela’s min 
A combination of ideas. And from ft 
seedling eventually emerged the ‘script 
The Upturned Glas 
and John Monoghan ou’ll | 
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(and which had her permanent at the beauty shop?) 


Which Twin has the %7e.7 © 


Miss Ella Wigren of Chicago, the lovely Toni 
twin, says, “No one at the party could tell our 
permanents apart—can-you?” (See answer below.) 
“My Toni Home Permanent looked soft and 
lovely from the start! No wonder Lila says 
after this we'll be Toni twins.” 


For your date tonight... 
give yourself a lovely TONI Home Permanent 


Easy? You would never dream it could 
be so easy to give yourself a perma- 
nent at home. Just three simple steps: 


1. Roll your hair up on curlers (new Toni 
plastic curlers make it easier than ever). 
Dab on Toni Creme Lotion as you go. 


ee a 


2. Tie a turban round your head and do 
whatever you like for 2 to 3 hours. 


—— 


3. Saturate each curl with Toni Neutral- 
izer and rinse. 


Wonderfully simple...and oh, what a 
De Luxe Kit with Regular Kit with 


re-usable plastic curlers fiber curlers 
$200 $125 


All prices plustax @ Pricesslightly higher in Canada 


COMMENDED 
by 


PARENTS’ 
MAGAZINE 


beautiful wave! So soft, so smooth, so 
natural-looking. Exactly the amount of 
curl to suit yourself. Not too loose... 
not too tight...but just right. Easy to 
manage from the start because there’s 
no stubborn frizzy stage with Toni. 
Even if your hair is gray, dyed, 
bleached or baby-fine it will take a 
beautiful wave. For Toni waves any 
kind of hair that will take a permanent. 
See why every hour of the day another 
1000 women use Toni. Try it today. 


Refill Kit complete 
except for curlers 
$00 


All leading drug, notions and cosmetic 
counters feature and recommend the 
Toni Home Permanent Kit. 


Ella, the twin at the right above, has 
the Toni. Could you tell? 


Easy as rolling your hair up on curlers 
—but the wave stays in for months. 


Midol 


RELIEVES FUNCTIONAL 


PERIODIC PAIN 


CRAMPS - HEADACHE ~"BLUES” 


“What a DIFFERENCE 
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makes” 


LAST MINUTE FLASH: As we go to press, 
the judges have just announced the winners 
in the Sth semi-annual MODERN SCREEN 
Fan Club Association Trophy Cup Contest. 
The winning clubs are: League One (600 
members or over): Nelson Eddy Music Club, 
Rita and Jo Mottola, co-prexies. League Two 
(200 members or over): Jack Carson Club, 
Loretta Verbin, prexy. League Three (under 
200 members): New Stars Club, Iris Arch- 
ambault, prexy. Next month we'll tell you all 
about the winning clubs, the runners-up, and 
tules for the 6th Trophy Contest which starts 
tight away. 
WORTHWHILE ACTIVITIES: So many new 
prexies have asked us for suggestions for a 
“club project,” or worthwhile activity, that 
wee going to talk about this feature right 
now. We might even brag a little, if we're 
not careful, because we're so darned proud 
of the many important contributions MSFCA 
clubbers are making to the health and hap- 
Ppiness of others. And here’s something maybe 
you've never thought of before. You know, 
although your star is secretly proud of his 
club, he’s a little embarrassed to talk about 
it. But just latch on to some good cause, and 
your club will probably become No. 1 on 
his conversation list. We've seen it happen! 
But let's get down to cases, or in this case, 
causes (whew!). About the biggest fan club 
event in recent months was the Damon Run- 
yon Memorial Cancer Fund Rally at New 
York's Palladium Ballroom. With the blessings 
of Walter Winchell, this rally was sponsored 
by the Al Lombardy (Jo Rampino, prexy) 
and Dolores Craeg (Millie Grossi, prexy) 
Clubs, with valuable assistance from Mary- 
belle Mason's Bob Turner Club, Dolores Mc- 
Mullen’s Frank Sinatra Club and Fayreta 
Sweet's Bob Ryan Rooters. Tickets were $1.00, 
and a total of $500 was turned over to Mr. 
Winchell. Many tickets were bought by 


MODERN SCREEN FAN CLUB ASSOCIATION ® 


SHIRLEY FROHLICH, DIRECTOR 


“sponsors” for disabled veterans! Another 
Cancer Fund affair was the dance held at 
American Legion Delaware Post No. 1, in 
Wilmington. Terry Smith's Skip Homeier Club 
was behind this one—and at 50c a ticket, it 
was a huge success! 

Putting on a dance or a rally takes a lot 
of work and know-how, for which small or 
young clubs are not equipped. But there are 
other ways to do your share. Many clubs 
turn over a portion of their surplus treasury 
regularly to some charity drive. Peggy Pearl's 
Alan Ladd Club, (Continued on next page) 


TROPHY CONTEST PRIZES 


This month's winners: THIS IS MY BEST, 100 pts. 
(Prize: Gift package FABERGE Perfume and Co- 
logne to gals; FABERGE Men‘s Cologne to guys): 
Cathi Calli, ‘’Visit to U. N.,” Glenn‘ 's Book (Vernon; 
McCarthy); Lorraine Capurro, ’ ‘Help Destroy Juve- 
nile Delinquency,” June’s Jottings (Lockhart); 
Russ Gordon, “‘Cornerin DeCamp,” DeCampaign- 
er (Rosemary ); Jerry Rice, “‘Carsonated,” Car- 
son's Collections (Jack); Robert Waste, “Oscar 

and I,” same; John Huelbig, “The Clock Struck 
One,” Skippy (Homeier). CANDID CAMERA CON- 
TEST (lst Prize: 100 pts., year’s subscription to 
FRONT PAGE DETECTIVE, SCREEN ALBUM, plus 
4 Dell Mysteries): Paul O’Neill, Sinatra (Bush ) Cc. 
(Others: 50 pts., surprise package 4 Dell Mys- 
teries ): Rose Jane Park, Gene Kelly C.; Ethel Cen- 
ter, Larry Brooks C.; Amena Peacock, Vincent Price 
C.; Dory Gehrke, Nelson Eddy Music C.; Anne 
Ling, Sinatra C. BEST EDITORS, 250 pts. (Prize: 
Specially packed assortment of all of POND’s 
Beauty Products) 1. Virginia Haywood, Haymes 
Herald (Dick); 2. Kit Pritchett, Morgan Memos 
(Dennis); 3. Mary Jane Grootenboer, Notes On 
Nina (Foch). BEST ORIGINAL ART WORK, 150 
pts. (Prize: TANGEE TRIP KIT, filled with cos- 
metics, for travel) Verna Boyd, Rhythm Roundup. 
BEST JOURNALS, 500 pts.: 1. Autry’s Aces (Gene), 
2. Carson‘s Collections, 3. Talent Scout (New Stars 
C.) BEST COVERS, 250 pts.: 1 None qualified, in 
judges’ opinion, 2. Carson’s Collections, 3. Great 
Scott (Lizabeth). MOST WORTHWHILE AC 
TIES, 250 pts.: 
(tied) Bill Boyd C. and Shirley Temple C., 


(tied) Lon McCalister C., Vincent Price C., Richard | 


Jaekel C. and Skip Homeier (Smith) C. GREATEST | 
PERCENTAGE INCREASE IN MEMBERSHIP, 100 
pts.: 1. Rex Allen C., 2. Bill Boyd C., 3. Dan Duryea 
(Maben ) C. BEST MSFCA CORRESPONDENTS, 50 
pts.: 1. Rita and Jo Mottola, Nelson Eddy M. C., 2." 


Filmland Fan C. 


Rise Stevens poured tea for all her club members at a recent party in New York's Essex House 
Co-prexies Rita and Jo Mottola assure us—needlessly—that a good time was had by c all 


TIVI- |} 
1. Dick Haymes Associates, 2. || 


’ Betty Sue Dorris, Pee Wee ed C., 3. Jean Crocker, || 


: 


Ann Latting, representing Cornel Wilde Club, 
visits “their boy," shows him club scrapbook. 


Vera Pultro, Bev Bush’s and Joel Pacilio’s 
clubs for Frank Sinatra all contributed to 
the Cancer Fund in this way. 

Another favorite club project is adopting 
a war orphan, whose home is in Europe, 
and sending used clothing and food parcels, 
small toys and letters to your club 
“adoptee” for a year or more. Among our 
most recent foster parents are the Gene 
Autry Friendship Club, Roberta Gutierrez’ 
Lon McCallister Club and Amena Pea- 
cock’s Vincent Price Club. This is a project 
requiring long-range responsibilities, but 
if your club is prepared to undertake the 
job, contact any foreign relief organization. 

The Red Cross is the favorite charity of 
many stars, so naturally, their clubs follow 
suit. Examples: Richard Jaeckel, John 
Lund (Cook) and Bobby Beers Clubs. 

The Bill Boyd and Sinatra (McMullen) 
Clubs collected clothing for the Texas City 
disaster victims . . . Britain’s Gene Autry 
Club turned over $200 to the Great Or- 
mond Street Children’s Hospital in London 
. .. Dick Haymes Associates are donating 
a large collection of first-class best-sellers 
to the Minneapolis Veterans’ Hospital 
library . . Shirley Temple clubbers 
turned over $80 to the Infantile Paralysis 
Foundation . . . and Glenna Riley’s Jean- 
ette MacDonald Club’s favorite project is 
the Children’s Village, in New York. They 
recently contributed $35. 

So you see, whether your club is large 
or small, there’s something you can do. 
CLUB BANTER: Membership drives, 
still the most popular form of club con- 
test, are going strong in the Bab’s Boosters 
(Barbara Lawrence), Vic Damone, Sin- 
atra (McMullen), New Stars, Cass Daley, 
Bob Turner, and Charles Korvin Clubs. 
If you’re a member, how about trying for 
some of those grand prizes? If you’re not 
a member—well, what are you waiting 
for, huh? . . . Congratulations to the 
Humphrey Bogart Club, on its tenth anni- 
versary, and to the new prexy, Jean 
Crocker . . . Dot Reisser of the James 
Melton Club is looking for snaps of 
Jimmy ... Clubs enrolled in the James 
Mason Federation are Jo Anna Fitzmorris’ 
and Bev Montalbano’s of California, Jean 
Meyer’s, Miriam Strausberg’s and Leonie 
Warschauer’s .. . About 30 mems of Allan 
Jones’ Club attended Irene Hervey Jones’ 
first Broadway performance in State Of 
The Union .. . Bill Boyd, singing cowboy 
star of WRR, Dallas, Texas (not Hopalong 
Cassidy) gave his clubbers a rare treat. 
After his regular show, he threw a party 
for them, including a screening of his 
film, Tumbleweed Trail . . . Members of 
Viola Myers’ Jay Kirby Club were pleas- 
antly surprised to receive announcements 
of the birth of Jay’s baby . Arlene 
Simons asks us to help her out of a real 
predicament. The address list of her 
Sinatra club was destroyed by fire. If you 
belong to her club, please contact her at 
163 W. Montana, Detroit 3, Michigan. 


“Von Love hair with, This uitinal, glow! 


Men know how irresistibly charming is a woman's hair that gleams with 
natural highlights and shadows—sparkles with silken softness—delights with clean 
fragrance. Crown of carefree curls, or smart upsweep—it’s your natural 


hair-appeal that captivates men. Women of all ages are discovering 


that Lustre-Creme Shampoo brings out the fullest natural glory 
... quickly... easily ... inexpensively. Not a soap, not a liquid, 
Lustre-Creme Shampoo is a new dainty cream that whips 
instantly into creamy rich lather in hard or soft water 
.. . swiftly sweeps dullness away. Out of her 
wealth of cosmetic lore, Kay Daumit combined gentle 
lanolin with special secret ingredients to achieve 
this almost-magic new cream that offers shining 
new appeal and obedience to your hair. Try 


Lustre - Creme Shampoo. At cosmetic counters. 


Seehowa 
fingertipful off 
Lustre-Creme "= <— 

Shampoo bursts 
= into heaps of fragrant 
owe. lather. And see how tempting 
se it leaves your hair! Not 
Se. dried—not dulled— 
not unruly—but silken 
soft, responsive, sparkling 
as if you'd given it 
a hard brushing, 


Four ounces, $1.00; 


SE 
Family 1 Ib., $3.50; > a 


also 30¢ and 55¢ sizes. Q 


—— Lustte-Craeme Shampoo 


Kay Daumit, Inc. (Successor), 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago Ill. 
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At the first 


blush of 
Womanhood 


by 
VALDA SHERMAN 


Many mysterious changes take place in 
your body as you approach womanhood. 
For instance, the apocrine glands under 
your arms begin to secrete daily a type 
of perspiration you have never known 
before. This is closely related to physical 
development and is especially evident in 
young women. It causes an unpleasant 
odor on both your person and your clothes. 


No need for alarm—There is nothing 
“wrong” with you. It is just another sign 
you are now a woman, not a girl. It is also 
a warning that now you must select a 
truly effective underarm deodorant. 


i Two dangers to overcome — Underarm 
odor is a real handicap at this age when 
a girl wants to be attractive, and the new 
cream deodorant Arrid is made especially 
to overcome this very difficulty. It kills 
odor instantly, safely and surely, then by 
antiseptic action prevents the formation 
of all odor for many hours and keeps you 
safe. Moreover, it protects against a sec- 
ond danger—perspiration stains. The 
physical exertion, embarrassment and 
emotion of the teens and twenties can 
cause the apocrine glands to fairly gush 
perspiration. A dance, a date, an embar- 
Trassing remark may easily make you per- 
spire and offend as well as ruin a dress. 


All decdorants not alike — Don’t take 
chances! Rely on Arrid which stops 
underarm perspiration as well as odor. 
No other deodorant gives you the same 
intimate protection as Arrid’s exclusive 
formula. That’s why Arrid is so popular 
with girls your age. They buy more Arrid 
than any other age group. More nurses— 
more men and women everywhere—use 
Arrid than any other deodorant. 


How to protect yourself — You'll find the 
new Arrid a snowy, stainless cream that 
smooths on and disappears in a jiffy. 
Never gritty or grainy. The American In- 
stitute of Laundering has awarded Arrid 

-its Approval Seal—harmless to fabrics. 
Gentle, antiseptic Arrid will not irritate 
skin. No other deodorant tested stops 
perspiration and odor so completely yet 
so safely! 


Don’t be half-safe — During this “age of 
courtship,” don’t let perspiration prob- 
lems spoil your fun. Don’t be half-safe— 
be Arrid-safe! Use Arrid to be sure. Get 
Arrid right away, only 39¢ plus tax at 
your favorite drug counter. 


B Hollywood’s a happy place. F’r ex- 
ample, Shirley Temple’s animated smile 
is loved in 48°states. When young new- 
comers train for stardom they spend 
hours on acting lessons, diction, make- 
up—and on smile insurance! Sparkling 


teeth and fresh breath are “musts!” 


BRUSH work Cover bristles with paste, 
powder or liquid dentifrice and s-c-r-u-b! 
Not a lick and a promise but a thorough, 
round and round, stimulating motion on 
each half inch of teeth, upper and lower. 
Lizabeth Scott likes a workout of at least 
three minutes. For good measure, put 
a little of the dentifrice on your finger 
tips, and massage your gums. 

Treat yourself to this workout at least 
three times a day. Help your brush do a 
good cleaning job. After every. use, 
rinse it thoroughly in cold water and 
hang it where the air can get to it. 


YOUR BEST FRIEND WILL, very often, warn 
you about unpleasant breath. But she’s 
not always So don’t take 
chances . . . use a refreshing mouth wash 


around! 


after every tooth-brushing and, if pos- 
sible; before every social engagement. 
A paTE: Keep one every six months with 
your dentist. He’ll clean any crevices 
your brush may have missed and he’ll put 


a quick stop to any tiny holes that just 


might become painful cavities. 
% % * 


How'd you like to know all about 
“Glamour for the Teens?” Its our 
booklet that tells about makeup, hair, 
diet and grooming. Send 10c for it to: 
Carol Carter, Beauty Editor, MODERN 
SCREEN, 149 Madison Ave., New a ork 
46, Ne Yoo 


YOU ARE BOUND TO 


"SMILE WHEN YOU SAY THAT" 
IF YOU FOLLOW THESE HOLLYWOOD > 


Martha Vickers of Warners owns a smile 
that is beautifully bright and sparkling. 


geen 


Even, handsoine teeth are sasthes of Liza- 


beth (Paramount) Scott's charm-assets. 


(Continued from page 90) 
soon, with Mason starring, and it’s quite 
a picture. 

It was Johnny who suggested that they 
go on an entertainment tour for the Amer- 
ican Red Cross. The American soldiers 
turned out to be the most inspiring audi- 
ence they had ever had. 

After the war, Johnny Monoghan was 
released from the Army and came to live 
with them. He has the greatest loyalty 
and admiration for James and Pamela. 
When they made their momentous deci- 
sion to come to America, he was delighted. 

“Tt will show them at home what you’re 
really like,” he said. “All this junk 
they've been reading about you—it’s time 
they found it just isn’t true.” 

For by now the Mason legend had 
reached fantastic proportions. He was 
“impossible to get along with in business 
deals.” He “hated the press.” He appar- 
ently ate seven fans every day for break- 
fast. All these stories discouraged the 
bobby-soxers not at all. They formed 
dozens of James Mason fan clubs and 
waited agog for his arrival on these shores. 

To everyone’s amazement, he turned out 
to be pleasant, well-mannered and fas- 
cinated by all things American. He gave 
polite interviews to the press, went shop- 
ping undisguised, and happily consumed 
strawberry ice cream sodas. He also, with 
Pamela, appeared in Bathsheba. 

It was a beautiful and expensive pro- 
duction, but the Masons admit now that 
it was a bad choice. (The reviews of Odd 
Man Out, the new Mason picture, how- 
ever, more than made up for it.) The 
play ran for about six weeks after bad 
notices. When it was over, they retreated, 
in some relief, to a house in Riverdale with 
their cats, to consider their next plans. 

These involve, eventually, The King’s 
General, which James is to make in Holly- 
wood for Korda. And James may make a 
picture in New York, which is fast becom- 
ing something of a film center itself. 

Meanwhile, they’re having fun, and in 
their quiet way, making more friends and 
influencing more people than Dale Car- 
negie himself! 


M. 5. GOES TO PALM SPRINGS 


(Continued from page 59) 


steak will set you back $4.50. If you want 
a vegetable, you pay more. You’re pay- 
ing partly for atmosphere, because the 
lady at the next table is apt to be Hedy 
Lamarr. 

There are breath-taking private homes 
in Palm Springs. Raymond Loewy’s 
house has a swimming pool that comes 
right into the living-room, and his walls 
are hung with pieces of smooth, wind- 
swept sandstone. 

There is also plenty of night life in Palm 
Springs, furnished by places like The 
Chi-Chi Bar, the Lone Palm, and the 
Plaza. Tourists who start out wanting to 
see everything Friday night, end up with 
a terrible headache Saturday morning. 

But in Palm Springs, even a headache 
doesn’t matter too much. Because there’s 
always, and above all, the sun, curer of 
pains, and baker of tired bones. 

Yow'll be walking along Palm Canyon 
Drive, staring at the expensive shops, and 
you'll see a girl in white shorts who looks 
just like Lana Turner, and she’ll turn 
out to be Lana Turner. Down for the sun. 

You'll be lying in the sand, and there’ll 
be a couple a little way up the beach who 
look just like Cornel Wilde and his wife. 
And they’ll turn out to be Cornel Wilde 
and his wife. Soaking up sun. 

The sun and the stars go together. 


TAN.. 


one-day way 


with 


gloriously - safely 


No other product lets you tan 
more quickly yet more safely! 


Use SUTRA it blocks out the 

burn rays... lets the tan rays come 
through permits prolonged exposure 
without risk of painful sunburn. 

Use SUTRA _ for only SUTRA employs 


hydroquinone—the wonder sun 
filter of modern science—to 
screen out burn rays. 


Use SUTRA... either SUTRA Lotion 
or SUTRA Cream, whichever you 
prefer. Both are highly effective, 
lightly scented, non-greasy, 

So easy and pleasant to use. 
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EXCLUSIVE AUTOGRAPHED PORTRAITS — SPECIAL MEW FEATBNES 


SCREEN ALBUM 


famous 
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DANA ANDREWS 
GLENN FORD 
JUNE ALLYSON 
BURT LANCASTER 


and many, many more of your 
favorite stars 
in the new FALL issue of 
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OUT OF THE MOUTHS OF BABES 


(Continued from page 51) 


By Howard Sharpe 


i 


picnic today, you know. His class 
is giving it. He almost didn’t get 
to go. 

Why, did he need punishing? 

Not this time. But when he told 
Daddy about it last night, Stan 
said, “Fearless Farnum is going to 
drive us. We’re going in his Blue 
Beetle.” So Daddy just said right 
out that Stan couldn’t go. 

You’ve got to admit, Kris, that it 
doesn’t sound very safe. 

That’s what Daddy said. (Giggling) 
He said, “I’ve been reading about 
these hot rods and the accidents 
they get into, and I’m not raising 
sons to have them scattered all 
over the highway. The Blue 
Beetle, indeed!—not to mention 
Fearless Farnum. I can imagine 
the way he drives.” So then Stan 
had to explain that, the Blue 
Beetle is the kids’ name for their 
school bus, which is a real old 
model that won’t go hardly fast 
at all, and that they call the driver 
Fearless Farnum because he’s so 
safe. 


Oh? 


Yes. So then Daddy let him go. 


: You must be awfully proud of 


your dad. 
Why wouldn’t I be? 


: Oh, I don’t mean just because he’s 


handsome and tall and charming. 
But he’s a famous star, a celebrity. 
Don’t you feel very important 
when you’re with him? 

(She hesitates a moment, regard- 
ing her bare toes intently and 
frowning a little.) I suppose so. 


: You don’t seem too sure about it. 


Kris: 


Sharpe: 


EG TIGE 
be Sharpe: 


All right, then. I don’t like it. 
Just look at the other day. Daddy 
decided to go into town and I 
asked if I could go along and he 
said sure. So when we’d parked 
the car we started walking up the 
street, and we stopped to look in 
a store window at some shoes, 
and all of a sudden a lady said, 
“That's Dennis Morgan!” And 
then two other ladies stopped, and 
in a minute there were about 
sixty trillion people standing 
around and hollering, and we had 
to go into the store. 

Did you get a new pair of shoes 
out of it? 

No, because it was even worse in 
the store. We had to go out the 
back way and sneak through an 
alley and run like anything to 
the parking lot. Daddy said -we’d 
better let Mama bring me down 
some other time. That isn’t fair. 
Other girls get to go places with 
their daddies. 

But then, my dear, you have a 
lot of things. other girls don’t 
have, just because your father is 


a star. You have the best schools, . 


and this nice house to live in; and 
this pool, where you can bring 
your friends. You can bring them, 
can’t you? 

Oh, yes. And Stan brings the kids 
from his school, too. 

Well, then. And you live out here 
in the country instead of in a 
stuffy city apartment, where you 
couldn’t keep pets or anything. 
Would you like to see the goat? 
I’d love to see the goat. 

(Kristin leads the way around the 


house and points out a spotless, 
rather large nanny goat tethered 
under a tree.) : 

Isn’t this pretty close to the 
house? I mean, for a goat? 
Nanny goats don’t smell bad. Only 
billy goats. Daddy taught us kids 
how to milk her. Do you know 
how to milk a goat? 

: I’m afraid that’s a little out of my 

line. 
Over here are wild mallards. 
Every once in a while Daddy gets 
hungry for wild duck, so he hangs 
a couple of these up till they drip 
and cooks them with wine and 
garlic. Mmmmmmm. 

: Mmmmmmmmm. 

Well, and there’s the horse over 
there, in that stable, and we’ve 
got peacocks, too. See them, 
standing around on the wall? 

: Pretty proud of themselves, aren’t 

they? 
Yes. They used to like to strut 
around the fish ponds. We had 
three ponds, but Daddy had to 
fill them up because Jimmy kept 
falling in. 

: He’s getting to be a big boy now, 
isn’t he? Past four, I seem to 
recall. 

But he still dawdles over his food. 
Except when Daddy comes home, 
of course. When he hears Daddy 
singing in the front of the house 
he begins gulping everything, 
even spinach, because he knows 
what will happen if he doesn’t. 

(At this point, Bruce, the Labra- 
dor retriever, stiffens suddenly, 
listening. Then he dashes off 
toward the pool.) Somebody’s 


| SAW IT HAPPEN 


A couple of years 
ago,when Barbara 
Hale had just got- 
ten her first break 
in Higher and 
Higher, with Frank 
Sinatra, the pic- 
ture was being 
previewed in 
Glendale. For 
some reason, the 
studio did not 
want Barbara to be present at the 
preview, but she was determined to 
go. So, in an effort to disguise herself, 
she bound her hair in a turban, left off 
her lipstick, and wore horn-rimmed 
glasses. After the preview, Barb es- 
caped unnoticed from the theater, to- 
gether with another girl and me. We 
tried to find transportation back to 
Hollywood, where we lived, but it 
was after 12 o’clock and the buses had 
stopped running. For a long time, we 
tried to find a cab, but had no success, 
so Barb suggested the only thing to 
do was to hitch-hike. She stood on 
the curb (still in her disguise) and 
extended a thumb. Finally, a beaten- 


‘up jalopy, driven by a high school 


boy, stopped, and Barbara asked for 
a lift to Hollywood. The boy looked at 
her, put the car back in gear, and, as 
he drove off, said: “Sorry, sister. May- 
be if you were better-looking ...” 
R. Buckley, 
Hollywood, Calif. 
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Sharpe: 


Stan: 


Sharpe: 


is? That’s why 
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home. Let’s see who, shall we, 
Mr. Sharpe? (A moment later a 
husky, grinning twelve-year-old . 
boy with a butch haircut and a 
sunburned nose comes trotting 
from the house, wearing swim- © 
ming trunks. He dives in one side 
of the pool, swims across it, and 
climbs out again, dripping. Intro- 
ductions are accomplished fault- 
lessly by Kristin.) 

I may as well tell you now, Stan. 
Your principal called Daddy this 
morning. 

(Paling visibly) What about? I 
haven’t done anything. 

(Enjoying the little sensation she 
is causing.) Oh, just something he 
wanted to talk to Daddy about. 
Something about you and Daddy. 
I don’t get it. 

The father-son banquet next Sat- 
urday, silly! 

Oh. Oh gosh. Now Ill have to 
tell them. The other guys. 


Sharpe: What do you mean, tell them? 


What? 
(Simply) Who Dag is. 


~ 


: Don’t they know? 


Just two or three. You see we go 
to school under our real name— 
*“Morner—and most of the kids 
think Dad’s just another guy. 


Sharpe: You mean you don’t want them 


to know your father’s Dennis 
Morgan? 

It makes everything different if 
they think of me as a movie star’s 
son. I just want to be myself. 
They’ll ask me a million ques- 
tions, and kid me—you know. I 
forgot all about this banquet deal. 


Sharpe: But Kris just told me that you 


bring your pals from school over 
here regularly, for swims and so 
on. Your dad doesn’t hide out all 
the time they’re here, does he? 
Gosh,. no! He comes out, and bats 
the ball for us, and swims, him- 
self. But most of them never no- 
ticed—he’s just a swell guy, you 
know, like anybody else’s father, 
and he never talks pictures, or 
acts like a—a—well—you knoew— 


Sharpe: I think Dennis—your dad, that is 


—once told me you have most of 
your recitals here at the house. 
Last time there were two hundred 
people. And when the next one 
comes up next week I bet there'll 
be even more. Daddy calls it a 
clambake, only we don’t have any 
clams. 
You have the recitals here every 
year, hey? 
It’s just that we have the biggest 
house. 
Well, my idea was that all the 
parents who come to the recital 
must know that Stanley Morner, 
Sr. is Dennis Morgan, and I 
should think they’d tell their kids 
about it. : 
Maybe they just think the «kids 
know already. Well, (He shrugs) 
itll work out. 
I’m sure it will. 
(There is a short silence, while 
everyone contemplates the situa- 
tion. After a time, your corre- 
spondent speaks.) 
Look, you guys, why don’t we all 
put our heads together and figure 
out what kind of a guy your paw 
here in the 
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first place, and you know him 
better than I do. Or anybody. 
How about that? 

What do you want us to say? He’s 
—well, just Daddy. - 

Yeah. 

: Kris, if you were all grown up 
and married, and your dad was 
the man around the house, would 
you think he caused you extra 
work or not? 

(Looking as matronly as a nine- 
year-old can manage to look) 
Well, he does leave his clothes all 
over, just everywhere. Wherever 
they drop. And damp bath towels 
hanging from the backs of chairs. 
And in the morning he plans 
everybody’s day, including his own 
—and says what he wants for 
dinner even before he leaves for 
the studio. Of course, that’s con- 
venient for the cook, I guess. 

I guess. 

And when the cook’s out, Daddy 
makes pancakes, and when he 
comes back from his trips he al- 
ways cooks the fish he catches, 
and the game. You know what 
he likes best if he can’t have 
something he’s caught himself? 
Roast pork with sauerkraut and 
apples. Mmmmm. 

Mmmmmm. 

And he likes toasted English 
crumpets at breakfast. 

It’s funny about Dad. He never 
pays any attention to money, ex- 
cept our allowances and wasting 
food. But if I leave a hunk of 
butter on my plate, he gets sore. 
Well, he doesn’t get sore when 
other people eat up all the food in 
the house. And there are always 
people here, and they’re always 
eating. 

Dad says this house is Grand 
Central Station, only he’s always 
liked Grand Central Station. 
That’s why we’ve got two guest 
houses, he says. 

It’s something to do with the 
housing shortage. 

Dad says all his friends keep 
being kicked out of their apart- 
ments and homes and can’t get 
any more, and so they come to 
visit for a day or so, and then it 
takes so long to get another house 
that they have to stay on. 

What people? Who? 

I don’t know. Dad says he doesn’t 
half the time, either. But it’s all 
right. He says they’re all con- 
genial people, and that’s all that 
matters. Anyway, he sings for 
them and they like that, and Dad 
likes it too. 

There’s a car coming up the drive. 
(A sleek, shiny, Chrysler station 
wagon purrs to a stop at the front 
entrance. Lillian and Dennis Mor- 
gan emerge from it, arms piled 
high with bundles. Dogs bark, 
ducks quack, the goat does what- 
ever goats do, and children laugh. 
In the background, looking vague, 
your correspondent hovers.) 
Oh—there you are, Howard. Make 
it all right? 

Made it fine. 

Come on into the playroom. Ill 
be washed up in a moment, and 
then we can have a beer and get 
the story. 

Tl take the beer with thanks, but 
you can relax about the story. 
I’ve had it, as we said in the army. 
What ds you mean, you've had 
it? 


e story, that is. Kris and Sen 
y written it for me. 


Fels- 


[| SURE 
ee MMhe a Model. 
for Fale-Napitha” 


"i'm nobody’s pin-up boy—but any time | can do the Fels-Naptha 
folks a favor —count me in. The missus says I’m a fast man with 

a shirt and if it wasn’t for Fels-Naptha Soap, her permanent 
address would be R. D. 1, Laundry Tub Row. 


“Well...she keeps me stocked with clean shirts (white, that is) 
and she’s ready to step whenever I am. So if I’m the type 
you're looking for... shoot! It’s on the house.” 
CL SAR ef 

Welcome, Brother! You are now entitled to membership 

in the Fels-Naptha Boosters Club. ‘Experience’ 
meetings held every week on wash day. 
. Be sure to bring the ‘missus’. We want 


to hear her own report on Why 
Fels-Naptha is the Best Laundry Soap a 
on the Market. SA: me 
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By LEONARD FEATHER — 


**Highly Recommended 
*Recommended 
No Stars: Average 


POPULAR 


HOW HIGH THE MOON—**David Rose (M-G-M) 
After hearing about 6,789 hot jazz versions of this tune, it’s a ‘refreshing contrast 
to listen to Dave's strictly melodic and lushly stringy treatment. On the back is 
a very holiday-for-stringsish Rose original, Gay Spirits. 


| WANT TO BE LOVED—*Benny Goodman (Capitol), *Beryl Davis (Victor), *Savannah 
Churchill (Manor), Lionel Hampton (Decca), Sy Oliver (M-G-M), Cootie Williams 
(Majestic) 


This tune and the two below are all examples of how an unknown artist on an 
unknown label can catapult an unknown song into a hit. The above opus was 
started by Savannah on Manor; despite its odd lyrics and grammar (‘Can't you 
love me just a wee bit little . . ."), it has become a national menace. The Beryl 
Davis disc introduces this talented lass from London, whom | first heard over 
there singing with a band when she was about twelve. She's improved. 


| WONDER, | WONDER, | WONDER—*Louis Armstrong (Victor), Jack Carroll (Nation- 
al), Eddy Howard (Majestic), The Four Aces (Trilon), The Vagabonds (Trilon), 
Van Johnson (M-G-M), Ted Straeter (Sonora), *Mortha Tilton (Capitol), *Tony 
Pastor (Columbia), Guy Lombardo (Decca) 
This started on the West Coast with the two Trilon versions. Remember another 
sleeper hit two years ago called I Wonder? Well, this one isn't three times as good. 


MAHZEL—*Artie Wayne (The Hucksters); Art Mooney (M-G-M); Marshall Young 
(Rainbow); *Benny Goodman (Capitol); The Ravens (National); Louis Prima 
(Majestic); Murphy Sisters (Apollo) 

Another surprise hit from Hollywood, started by a promising young singer on 
the shoestring Hucksters label. The Benny Goodman version is recommended 
mainly because it has no vocal and | can't see the lyrics. . . 


YOU DON'T LEARN THAT IN SCHOOL—**King Cole Trio (Capitol); Shoat Arm- 
strong (Victor); *Roberta Lee (Sonora); Rosemary Calvin (Majestic) : 


Roberta Lee is the comely chick who sang with Les Brown and Raymond Scott 
and more recently was a hit at Cate Society. 


HOT JAZZ 


JIMMY JONES—*New World A-Coming (Wax) ° 


CHUCK MACKEY—*Happy Blues (Jump) 


-MEL POWELL—**Lover Man (Commodore) 


HAZEL SCOTT—*I’ve Got The World On A String (Signature) 
Believe it or not, Hazel plays some fine, Earl Hines-like jazz piano on this, her 
best record yet. 


CHARLIE VENTURA—*Moon Nocturne (National); *Ventura Album (Black & Wits] 


Other albums worth investigating are the Herman Chittison Trio, jazzing classics 
on MHR; a Bebop album on Savoy, in which Dizzy Gillespie masquerades as 
Izzy Goldberg; Phil Moore's drawing-room piano album on Black & White. 


FROM THE MOVIES 


GREAT JOHN L., THE—When You Were Sweet Sixteen: *Perry Como (Victor) 


IVY—Title Song: *Dick Haymes (Decca), *Woody Herman (Columbia); Jo Stafford 
(Capitol); Vaughn Monroe (Victor) ; 
MY FAVORITE BRUNETTE—Beside You: Freddy Martin (Victor) 


WELCOME STRANGER—*Album of Song: Bing Crosby (Decca). oe Long As "im : 
Dreaming: *Joe Dosh (Continental); Tex Beneke (Victor) E a 


LOVE AND LEARN—Would You Believe Me: Sammy Kaye (Victoi 
(e dy Howard 


"STRANGE WOMAN 


(Continued from page 37) 


her. She -went over for the sitting and, 
typically Crawford, was flattered, grateful, 
and eager to help. “How would you like 
me to pose?” she asked. 

“Oh,” answered the photographer, “just 
idle around that chair there a minute and 
youll strike something natural.” 

Joan idled around the seat a few seconds, 
then fell into a position she thought he 
would like—a bit on the glamor side, may- 
be, but graceful, and she aimed to please. 
He took a look; lifted an eyebrow and 
sniffed. “Ah,” he said, “Hollywood.” 

Joan’s temper flared right away. “And 
what's wrong with Hollywood?” she 
crackled, clamping her jaw. That was the 
end of the sitting. - 

Joan Crawford is proud of being a movie 
star. “It’s my medium,” she said happily, 
“and a darned good one.” She doesn’t want 
to go on the stage; she doesn’t want to do 
anything but make better pictures, play 
better parts right where she started. 

Jerry Wald, her good friend and favorite 

producer, practically pushed her off the 
set after Possessed. “Goodbye now,’ said 
Jerry. “Go away, lose yourself. Forget 
Hollywood. Take a nice long rest.” 
_ Joan nodded wearily. She knocked her- 
self out, really, on that toughie. She had 
thought she would drop time and again: On 
the set she kept repeating like a record, 
“When this is over I don’t want to see, hear 
or smell Hollywood. I want to go away 
and sleep for a month of Sundays. If I 
‘could only have a vacation.” 

“You have it now,” ‘repeated Jerry, 
“Goodbye.” 

Two days later Jerry’s telephone rang. 
It was Crawford. She had had her vaca- 
tion—two whole days. The sight of a bed 
was driving her wild. 


_ work, work, work... 


“Jerry,” she said, “for heaven’s sake, get 
me back to work. What’s my next script?” 

Maybe one good reason why Joan is the 
evergreen tree she is, is because she is 
still convinced, as she was twenty-one years 
- ago, that she is the luckiest girl in the world 
to be making pictures. She is still the red- 
headed unreconstructed movie fan in 
Hollywood. She droops and sighs when 
she sees Garbo, Hepburn, or Cary Grant, 
who top her list of film crushes. She has a 
projection room in her home since she built 
it fifteen years ago, and it’s a wonder the 
place isn’t worn out. Every Crawford din- 
ner guest knows what’s coming after the 
dessert—a double feature, and probably 
a Mickey Mouse too. 

Joan spends half her spare hours signing 
autographs. She has been chased and bad- 
gered all over the United States by breath- 
less admirers, and she loves it almost as 
much as Van Johnson does. She can’t even 
get too sore when they step out of bounds 
and insult her. 

The other day Joan was browsing in a 
village dime store, when a little old lady 
followed her around the counter, cranning 
and peering into her face. Joan smiled, 
and the inquisitive Granny poked her 
finger right alongside Joan’s left eye, felt, 
and then marveled thus, 

“Why, your eyelids haven’t been cut 
open to make your eyes bigger at all. 
There’s no scar or anything!” 

Joan’s only retort was a good common 
sense one. “Of course they haven’t,” she 
explained. “If I did that, you see, my eye- 
balls would fall out.” 

_ The other day Joan visited her daughter 
isti chool. When she came in 
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SPIVAK PLAYS /‘KREISLER FAVORITES”’ 
in his brand-new RCA Victor album! In smooth dance time, 
Charlie and his band bring you eight lovely melodies: 
Liebesfreud, Caprice Viennois, The Old Refrain, Liebesieid, 
Schon Rosmarin, La Gitana, Tambourin Chinois and Mighty 
Lak’ a Rose. Ask for Album P-179, $3.15. 


GLENN MILLER ALBUM includes eight famous record- 
ings by the original Miller band, led by Glenn himself: 
Moonlight Serenade, Tuxedo Junction, Star Dust, Inthe Mood, 
- American Patrol, Song of the Volga Boatmen, Little Brown 
Jug, Pennsylvania 6-5000. Ask for Album P-148, $3.15. 


“8 TO THE BAR” ALBUM is swell two- 
piano boogie woogie for dancing, played by 
Pete Johnson and Albert Ammons, with drums. 
You get Cuttin’ the Boogie, Barrel House Boogie, 
Boogie Woogie Man, Walkin’ the Boogie, Sixth 
Avenue Express, Pine Creek, Foot Pedal Boogie 
and Movin’ the Boogie. It’s Album P-69, $3.15. 


NATURALLY...ON RCA VICTOR RECORDS! 
Two “exclusives’’—Victor’s billion-record skill 
Prices are suggested list prices, exclusive of taxes. ... plus RCA’s electronic wizardry . . . make 
HEAR BOB MERRILL singing ‘Music America music sound so natural on RCA Victor Records! 
Loves Best.’’ Every Sunday at 2 p.m., EDT, over Hear them on a Victrola radio-phonograph. 
the NBC Network. Radio Corporation of America.  Victrola—Trade Mark Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 
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oREWS WASH PANTS P+ 


TROUSER 
CREASERS 


...take the drudgery out of ironing 
children’s pants! Simply wash pants, 
insert creasers and hang to dry . . . it’s 
quick and easy as A B C. Pants are 
smoothed, shaped and neatly creased 
while drying. There’s a size to fit every 
one in the family, tots to six-footers. 
Get all the sizes you need—they cost 
so little! Over 1,000,000 pairs sold. 


5 SIZES TO FIT THE WHOLE FAMILY! 


e TOTS, Ages 2 to 4 e KIDDIES, Ages 5 to 8 
e JUNIORS, Ages 9 to 14 e REGULAR, for 
trousers up to 32’ e LONG, for trousers over 32” 


LEE-ROWAN CO., 6307 ETZEL AVE., ST. LOUIS 14, MO. 
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all the moppets began whisper and — 
squirming in their seats. “There’s your — 
Mama, Tina,” they said. “It’s Joan Crawford. 
Joan Crawford’s your Mama, isn’t she?” 

That night Tina had to know how come 
they made such a fuss when she visited 
classes, when all the other mothers caused 
practically no stir at all. “And there’s a 
boy at school,” continued Tina indignantly, 
“who always yells ‘your mother’s a movie 
star, your mother’s a movie star’.” F 

“Does that make you mad?” asked Joan. 
F “No,” said Tina, “but the way he yells it 

oes.” - . 

“Bop him,” advised Joan. 

Joan was secretly relieved that she was 
ill-and couldn’t be on hand to collect her 
Academy Oscar in person last year. She 
confessed to a close friend “I would have 
cried all the way up to get it, and all the 
way back, and made a fool of myself.” 

But, get her into a picture and she 
knows what to do. What Crawford does 
is get lost. She is like her kids that way— 
movies are real to her. The only movie 
Christina has seen Joan in is Dancing Lady. 
Though an old one, Joan thought that it 
was better to show Tina than Mildred 
Pierce or the very adult Humoresque and 
Possessed. 

Movies are very real to Joan Craw- 
ford. When she made Possessed she be- 
came convinced, until kidded out of it, that 
she was a neurotic. When she played the 


| crying scene she couldn’t stop when she > 


got home, but bawled half the night. a 

Joan spent three days at the Los Angeles 
General Hospital getting atmosphere for 
that part. Those three nights she couldn’t 
sleep a wink. The first day they were in- 
side the psychopathic ward Joan emerged 
dripping tears like a sprinkler. Jerry Wald 
climbed into the car with her and they 
steamed out the gate.. Joan was so blinded 
by her emotional showers that she plowed 
right through the red light. A cop hailed 
her down. s 

“What’s the matter,” he demanded, “in a 
hurry?” : 

“TI,” sobbed Joan, “have just come out of 


| the psychopathic ward.” 


“Oh, you have, have you?” said the cop, 
diving for the wheel. 

Jerry hastily explained what it was all 
about, and Joan got off with a lecture in- 
stead of a strait-jacket. 

Joan doesn’t stop with tossing herself 
out into every picture role she plays. It’s 
a habit she has carried into her private life 
too. Her only perennial complaint about 
life is, “What can I do now?” She keeps 
three telephones at home ringing like fire 
alarms, then clamps the receiver to her 
ear with her shoulder so she can knit | 
furiously with her hands free. She gardens 
like mad, and even cut down and sawed 
up sixteen eucalyptus trees that were in 
her backyard a few months ago. 

She takes care of myriad business affairs 
every day on the side, and checks all the - 
parcels and goings on about Grosvenor 
House, her twenty-one unit apartment. 
She would burst if she didn’t have some- 
thing to burn up her energy. When she 
goes shopping she leaves a trail of wilted 
dressmakers and salesgirls in her wake. 
Joan goes all out for everything. 

A magazine called Joan up not long 
ago. They said they would like to snap 
a few pictures. “Sure,” she agreed, “but 
I have just time for a few.” The photog- 
rapher left with 106! 

Whether this lady’s “ball of fire” tem- 
perament keeps her young, or vice-versa, 
no one knows—but plenty of women would 
like to. She can eat cream pufis all day 
long, although she likes filet, green onions, 
french fries, salad and ice cream best, 
and tosses not an airy thought to her — 
figure. It’s as trim and firm today as a | 

(Continued on ‘pag je 1. Oe ees 
ee eee 


MALE ANIMAL 


(Continued from page 48) 


Do you envy Claire her thrilling dates? Then leatn 
her secret. Have a SweetHeart complexion and win 
a sweetheart of your own! 
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liked that car. He had lowered it, at the 
expense of the springs, and, properly han- 
dled, he could make it spin three or four 
times on the school lawn. 

Then one afternoon he remembered the 
einder track on the playing field; if he 
couldn’t spin it at least a half dozen times 
on that, he didn’t know his car. By the 
time he’d spent an hour practicing on the 
track, it was a shambles, and an outraged 
teacher was conducting him to the prin- 
cipal’s office. 

That gentleman leaned back in his chair 
and sighed when Rory came in. “My boy,” 
he said, “do you realize you spend more 
time in my office than you do in class? 
What are you trying to prove?” . 

“Nothing,” Rory said. “I just like to 
have a good time.” 

“Your good times are rather expensive 
for this school. I thought, by the way, 
that you were to be in the 200-yard dash 
and shot-put at the meet day after to- 
morrow.” 

“My gosh,” Rory said. “I forgot all 
about it.” 

“Well, you can refresh your memory 
and at the same time repair the damage 
you've done by getting a drag, attaching 
it to your car, and spending tomorrow 
dragging the track into its former shape. 
At your own expense.” 

“Okay, sir.” 

“Oh, by the way...” 

He turned at the door. “Yes, sir?” | 

“Good luck in the meet!” 

That was in Santa Cruz, in Northern 
California, an idyllic little paradise that 
might have been designed for an energetic, 
healthy boy to grow up in. It is on the 
sea; it has rolling hills, and forests, and 
a population of tolerant, rather casual 
people. Nat Durgin, Rory’s step-father, 
operated service stations and, on his com- 
fortable income, provided his family with 
a nine-room house on three acres of 
ground. Much of the land had been con- 
verted to lawns, which it was Rory’s 
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One afternoon when he was seventeen, 
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and surveyed his situation. He was al- 
ready six-three, as husky as any kid in 
the neighborhood, and full of beans. 

He’d finished three years of high school, 
and it was simply not to his taste. He 
was happy only when he was streaking 
around the country in his jalopy with one 
of several young ladies who reserved their 
time for him, or when he was riding on 
the ranch of a friend, Henry Cowell, or 
when he was whooping it up with the 
fellows in town. 


“The two minutes a day I spend on SweetHedart 
oe bring me many dollars—many compliments,” 
says Claire. “I face the camera with radiantly fresh, 
smooth skin.” 

You, too, will bless this wonderful beauty care! For 
pure, mild SweetHeart Soap gives up to twice as | 
much lather as average beauty soaps. And this heay- | 
enly soft, rich lather has a gentle floating lzjt. Pictures 
taken through the microscope prove it. 

Countless bubbles bathe the outer pore openings 

. Lift off—float away—the dirt and dry skin flakes ft 
that hide natural smoothness, natural radiance. Your aH 


the open road... 


Even then he was only mildly content. 
What I need, he thought, is to get away, 


see the country, go where I want and do Discover SweetHeart’s 1-2-3 


Extra Lather Beauty Care! Night 


whatever seems good to do. . } 
finished the oes his oes ee and morning, massage your face true beauty is revealed! | 
stronger. one minute with SweetHeart’s | 
That night, at dinner, he explained pa- extra lather. Rinse with warm— 
tiently to his parents what he had to do. then cold water. Skin is cleansed The Soap that AGREES iF 
“But what'll you use for money?” his ... stimulated ... more radiant! with Your Skin 


mother asked. 
“Tl work for it. And I’ve got fifty bucks 
in the bank, until I find something.” 
His parents looked at each other. Nat 
shrugged. Rory’s mother said, finally, 
“Well...” And Rory knew he ade a For tub and shower, you can now also get 
It was a year later, and in Amarillo, the new, large bath size. SweetHeart’s extra 
_ Texas, that he became the proud owner lather with its floating lift is marvelous. 
of a 1939 Ford convertible. He had the ; 101 | 
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down payment right there in his pocket. 

As he drove his shiny new possession 
off into the hot Texas streets he reflected 
at in twelve months, he had come pretty 
ar. 

He had left California by bus and, his 
first stop had been Tombstone, Arizona. 
He could still smell the dry desert sage 
as he stood on the lonely road outside 
Tombstone, hitch-hiking. He remembered 
how he’d reached a ranch, finally, and 
remembered the foreman’s voice asking, 
“Know anything about horses?” and his 
own voice, replying, “I can ride pretty 
well,” and the foreman again: “We'll give 
you a try, son. The bunkhouse is over 
thisaway.” 

Six months of riding herd, patching 
fences and roisterous pay-day nights in 
Tombstone had been enough. Now, as he 
drove through the busy Amarillo traffic, 
he thought of himself as a young man who 
had accomplished something. 

He had grown up considerably, he had 
learned a lot about life, as well as ranch- 
ing and the oil business, and he was having 
a good time. He had never felt better in 
his life, in fact; and as this was Saturday, 
and he had a beautiful new car, he decided 
it was time to celebrate. 

He drove to the best restaurant in Ama- 
rillo and ate a top sirloin of gargantuan 
proportions. Then he set out to find an 
evening for himself, knowing that no one 
goes to bed on Saturday night in that 
country, and that every joint within driv- 
ing distance would be jumping. 

There is, some miles out of Amarillo, a 
combination barbecue, bar and dancehall, 
which we will call Mack’s Place. 

Rory reached Mack’s about eleven that 
Saturday night. He caught the barten- 
der’s eye. “Draw one,” he shouted, and 
reached across four shoulders to get his 
glass of beer. As he turned, someone, a 
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Who said you can’t tell a book 
by its cover? Every month 
MODERN SCREEN’s colorful, 
exciting cover is your guaran- 
tee that there’s a feast of beauti- 
ful color spreads and fascinat- 
ing feature stories inside. Watch 
for our super-special Gene Tier- 
ney cover on the September 
issue—out August 12. 


girl, jostled him and about half of the 
beer jumped out of the glass and splashed 
on her dress. 

“Oh Lord, I’m sorry,” he said. Her eyes 
were blazing, but as she looked up at the 
handsome stranger her fury died away and 
she smiled. 

“Why, it’s nothing,” she said, in a soft 
Texas drawl. “Just nothing at all. It was 
partly my fault.” She dabbed ineffec- 
tually at her dress with the handkerchief 
he had given her. 

Rory looked at this girl. She was very, 
very blonde. Her clothes were neat, but 
also gaudy, because she was a gaudy lit- 
tle personality. “Mmmm Mmm,” Rory 
said. And: “Have you time for a dance 
or do you have to get back right away?” 

“Back where?” 

“To your guy.” 

“Oh.” She looked him over once more, 
speculatively this time, “Why I just hap- 
pen to be alone tonight. Sure, let’s 
dance.” 

She did that well, too. Afterwards, she 
told Rory her name. “Sally,” she said, 
and her voice made it sound like a caress. 

For the next month or two, Rory seemed 
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of fights, and surprisingly many of them 


to get into more than his usual nu 


were over Sally. But it seemed to him 
to be worth it. : 
Until, on another memorable Saturday 
night, he stopped in at Mack’s on his way 
to Sally’s, bought some cigarettes, and 
then decided to wash the dust out of his 
throat with a beer. 
bar was almost deserted. Two men he 
had never seen before were sitting to- 


gether, talking, and after a moment Rory || 


began to listen idly. 

“T just got in town,” one was saying, 
“and went right out to see Sally. She 
said she’s got this guy, a guy she likes 
and he don’t know nothing about me or 
any of the others, and she wants me to 


It was early, and the |} 


stay out of the way. How do you like | 


that?” y 

Rory knocked his glass over with a 
sudden, involuntary movement. He said 
nothing. He stood up and walked out to 
his car. He drove to Sally’s house. She 
was waiting for him, dressed to the eyes, 
which were sparkling in their frames of 
incredibly long, mascaraed lashes. 

“Honey,” she started, but he stopped her. 

“Look. That first night, when we met, 
you said you didn’t have a date . . . no ties 
at all. You came to Mack’s with a date 
that night, didn’t you? But walked out 
on him, didn’t you?” 

told yore 

“And all the others. They were guys 
you knew, guys you’d been out with.” 

“Thatiisnit SO enemem : 

“Sally,” he said, “you’re a pathological, 
perpetual liar. You don’t care what trou- 
ble I get into, so long as you get what you 
want.” He told her what he’d overheard. 

“I just wanted you,” she said plaintively. 
“ve never had anything nice, never 
known a boy like you .. .” 

And the palpable phoniness, the cheap 


a Re 


’ 


- B movie histrionics of her act, made him 


feel at once sick and somehow, scornfully 
amused. On a sudden impulse he reached 
-out, turned her over his knee, and spanked 
her as he would a child. When he set her 
back on her feet he said, “I hope that did 
you some good, but I doubt it.” 
After that, there were a few more years 
to go on his odyssey, before he returned 
to his home. In the Spring of 1940, he 
went to Oklahoma and got a job in the oil 
fields there. He stayed,until, one morn- 
ing, he blew his top at a foreman who had 
learned to box in school, just as Rory had. 
This time, the outcome was different. 
Whereupon Rory left abruptly, and went 
to Mountain City, Nevada, where there 
was a working mine and a mining camp. 
And he stayed there for awhile, until 


one day... 


But the story repeats itself. It repeats 
itself up to 1943—with one outstanding 
exception. That was when he ate a dish 


-_ of coleslaw in a restaurant and discovered, 


too late, that it had a tack in it. The tack 
punctured part of his intestine and, after 
it was extracted, he was told that this 
would always be a tender spot. 

The fact is important primarily because 
it ruined his chances to get into the service 
when war broke. 

In 1943, just before he turned twenty- 

one, his family wrote asking him to come 
home for his birthday. It seemed a rea- 
sonable request. He was only three days 
late, in consequence of being held up by 
a troop train; and in all fairness, he had 
to admit that home looked wonderful to 
him again after the open spaces of Arizona 
and Texas and Oklahoma and Nevada. 
- He decided to stay. He knew a ranger, 
Les Gun, who told him of the benefits he 
might have if he worked for the Division 
of Forestry in the Santa Cruz mountains. 
If Rory could pass the proper tests, he 
could be a truck foreman with five men 
under him, make $78 a month, with room 
and board, and have four days off a month 
. .. fight fires in hot weather, and live in 
the manner to which he had accustomed 
himself during the past four years. 

Rory took the job. 


a visit to hollywood... 


But in February of 1944, he had twelve 
days’ leave accumulated, and decided to 
spend it in Hollywood, visiting his great- 
grandmother and aunt, who lived in Cul- 
ver City. And whereas grandmothers and 
aunts are dear and pleasant to talk to, 
especially at mealtimes, there are other 
things to do in Hollywood, too. 

One of them is horseback-riding over 
some of the most beautiful bridal paths in 
the world. One afternoon Rory did this, 
and on the path stopped to give assistance 
to a chap whose horse had picked up a 
pebble; and the chap turned out to be a 
representative of the Sue Carol Talent 
Agency who liked Rory and talked him 
into taking a crack at the movies. 

Soon afterwards Sue Carol and husband 
Alan Ladd gave a dinner party to which 
Rory was invited, as was Selznick exec- 
utive Henry Willson, who had previously 
discovered Guy Madison. 


At the dinner party, Henry could not™ 


help noticing that strange young man who 
stood out in the crowd not only because 
he towered over everyone else but because 
all the women present kept drifting in his 
direction as if drawn by a magnet. 

“Tf this is true in this sophisticated 
group,’ Henry mused, “what would hap- 
pen if the American Girl should see him?” 
Henry thought he could guess. 

So he said to the young man, “Have you 
er thought about being an actor?” 
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SCHOOLED IN GRACE and 
graciousness .. . Arthur 
Murray’s charming young 
instructresses take care 
to keep themselves 
completely dainty 
through strenuous 

hours of dancing. 
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FOR SAFE-AND-SURE PROTECTION 
they rely on Etiquet above all 

other deodorants. Etiquet works 
effectively, efficiently to keep them 
free from underarm odor, check 
perspiration. And they know from 
experience—Etiquet can be depended 
upon through hours of active exercise. 
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SO FLUFFY! SO LIGHT! Etiquet goes on tl uet 
easily—is soothing to the skin. And Etiquet 
stays moist in jar—is harmless to delicate 
fabrics. Now you can guard your daintiness 
as carefully as an Arthur Murray girl— 
protect your personal charm with Etiquet. 
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deodorant 
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1. Rounded Ends 


Insertion is easy with Fibs tampons. .. 
because Fibs have gently rounded ends. 
You'll see, when you switch to Fibs 
and find at last—a tampon that’s easy 
to use! 


Hee 2. ““Quilted”’ Comfort 


You scarcely know you’re wearing Fibs, 
because “quilting” makes this tampon 
| really comfortable. You see, quilting 
H keeps Fibs from flufing up to an uncom- 
| fortable size . . . which could cause 
Hi) pressure, irritation or difficult removal. 
I Remember the tampon that’s quilted 
| for your comfort: Fibs. 
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3.*'Quilted’’ Safety 


Quilting adds to your peace of mind— 
because it helps prevent cotton particles 
from clinging to delicate internal tis- 
sues—a Fibs safeguard women always 
appreciate. Only Fibs are quilted for 
your safety. So next month, switch to 
Fibs for internal sanitary protection. 
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WELCOME STRANGER 


(Continued from page 35) 


new babies,” I said, “I love em!” 

“Well, come on in and look at her,” 
smiled Bette, with the special proud smile 
only a brand-new mother can beam. “Isn’t 
she a darling?” 

Miss Barbara Sherry certainly is—every 
dainty, beautiful inch of her. She’s 
healthy and pink and perfectly formed, 
the right length and the right color with 
a sweet little round face. “Sherry all 
over,” laughed Bette. “You wouldn’t 
think I’d had a thing to do with her. Look 
at that widow’s peak with a hint of red 
hair, and those sky-blue eyes.” Just then 
‘Bill Sherry himself walked in and I saw 
what she meant. I’d met “Sherry” (as 
everyone calls him), Bette’s* handsome 
husband, before, but in a suit you couldn’t 
possibly guess what a handsome Greek 
god he is. Now he’d run up fresh from 
the sea with the water still glistening on 
his mahogany tanned skin. 

“It’s absolutely sinful for a man to have 
a widow’s peak and eyes like Sherry’s,” 
sighed Bette. “But how a girl can use 
them!” 

“She’s a lucky baby,” I agreed. 

“So are we,” grinned Sherry. 

“Especially me,” said Bette. “You know, 
Hedda, I’ve wanted Barbara for so many 
years I can’t tell you.. I used to think it 
was awtiul I hadn’t had her when I was 
twenty-one. But now I realize how per- 
fect it is to have her at my age. When I 
was a youngster, I was struggling so hard 
to get somewhere. Now I’ve got the time 
to enjoy her.” 

I looked at Bette. She was reclining on 
a big, yellow chaise longue in the small 
guest house where her doctor put her 


when she begged to come home. 


“You look like a baby yourself,” I told 
her, and I meant it. I had never seen Bette 
look so well. For the first time that I 
could remember, she was relaxed and 
rested. She was in trim black satin 
slacks and a flowered wool challis blouse 
that made her look gay and young and 
pretty and she had on ballet slippers that 
cut her down to little girl size. She looked 
incomparably happy, and so did Sherry. 


maybe next time... 


I asked him the question I’d asked Bette 
before, “Are you glad it’s a girl?” Bette’d 
said, “I am. I can’t wait to dress her up. 
She’s just what I wanted.” Sherry said 
now, “I wanted a boy, sure, but you can 
bet I’m head over heels in love with this 
one.” He smiled. He has an even, con- 
fident, ingratiating smile, kindly but mas- 
culine as a left hook. “Maybe next time 
there’ll be a boy.” 

“Don’t let him fool you,” interrupted 
Bette. “This is my sole production. She’s 
our family.” Bette said she wasn’t plan- 
ning on any more children. “Not,” she 
said, “because I had a hard time. I didn’t. 
Right now I feel better than I have for 
years. But then,” she added, “I ought to. 
It’s the first vacation I’ve had since I was 
grown up. And for the first time in years, 
I’m completely happy. It sounds trite, I 
know, but I’m at peace at last.” 

I looked at the bronzed man who bent 
proud looks on his family, and I thought 
Bette certainly deserves all this: a happy 
home, a wonderful husband, an adorable 
child. She’s given the screen unsparingly 
of her talent, ridden it with all her 
strength and brains. But inside, she’s al- 
ways longed for just this. 

“How does it seem, Bette,” I asked her, 
“to have a big handsome man like this 
around the house?” 

She said one word, “Wonderful!” 
we. rd OES aN mae et 


Bill looked as if he could drop through 
the floor. “This is where I duck out,” he 
gasped. He fixed the fire before he left, 
and Bette and I and Barbara, her sister, 
had a strictly female session, one of the 
most pleasant and gratifying I’d had in a 
long time. 

Barbara and Bette have always been - 
very close; there’s a strong family feeling ~ 
in the Davis clan and Aunt Barbara is 
whom Baby B is named for. Barbara said 
she’d show me around the house later, 
pinch-hitting for Bette, who wasn’t sup- 
posed to climb stairs just yet. In fact, 
grinned Bette, she wasn’t even supposed 
to be home just yet. i 

“But I simply hate hospitals,” she con- 
fessed. “It’s a complex. I’d barely come 
out of the ether when I started begging 
the doctor to come home. He finally said, 
‘Okay—if you'll do just what you’d do in 
the hospital.’ So on the fifth day, I brought 
home my nurse and Sherry fixed up this 
guest house just like the Santa Ana hos- — 
pital. I haven’t even been in the main 
house yet. I do everything I’m supposed 
to—only I’m not supposed to see anyone— 
and here I am talking my head off to you! 
I feel very wicked. But,” she laughed, 
“frankly, ’'m just bursting to talk about 
that baby of mine. And you're the very 
first person—outside of the doctor and my 
family—who’s seen Barbara.” 

“That’s an honor I won’t forget,” I told 
Bette. “I’m a grandmaw myself, you 
know,” I reminded her, “and I’ve just got 
to hear all about it.” 

I wanted to know a lot of things. For 
one, why Bette had decided to have her 
baby in California, instead of at Butternut 
Hill, her New Hampshire home, as she’d 
originally planned. The reason for the 
change in plans, she explained, was that 
her country place in the East was sixty- 
five miles over rough country roads to 
the hospital where she’d planned to go. 
She. decided wisely that it wasn’t worth 
the risk. Something might happen on 
that all-important, last-minute ride that 
might have been serious for the baby. 
Bette hasn’t worried a speck about herself. 
from the day she first expected Barbara. 
“No, I wasn’t frightened for a minute,” 
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she answered my question. “Not even 
when they took me to the hospital. I 


knew from the start everything was going Lov | hair 
to be all right. I’d waited for it so long. y 

It just had to be all ent roby she EE 

“but I’m so grateful she’s sound an d 

healthy! I thank God every night for eserves 
that.” 


Bette had another reason for having fi 
Barbara in Laguna. That’s Sherry’s home. ine care 
She knew, too, that she’d resume her 


sereen career sometime this year in Cali- use 
fornia. So she decided to find herself a pos 


Du Pont Combs 


new home, furnish and fix it up, to keep 
herself busy during those dull last months 
before her baby came. She wanted her 
house all ready to come home to. “So,” 
she explained, “I could enjoy it and the 
baby together.” 

- It’s a dream house, all right, not big, but 
one of the loveliest ’ve ever seen on any 
seacoast. It’s fastened to a rocky cliff 
overlooking Wood’s Cove, and from every 
window there’s a breathtaking view of 
sea and sky. I knew, before “Aunt Bar- 
bara” offered to show me around, that, 
being Bette Davis’ house, it would have 
comfort and charm and homeyness—all her 
other houses have. I wasn’t disappointed. 
I’d like to tell you about the place where 
the Sherry family lives. 

There’s a sweet entrance hall to the 
main house, paneled in natural wood with 
old English prints covering the wall. On 
the right there’s a tiny library, covered 
from floor to ceiling with bookshelves, 
packed with books. There’s a fireplace 
and a big club chair, a desk and type- 
writer. Bette uses that as her office, be- 
cause motherhood won’t stop her from 
running all her own business affairs, you 
can be sure. I peeked. inside this Davis 
sanctum and then trotted. down a hall to 
the big living room, bathed from windows 
in the soft North light that artists love. 
Even this main room is a work room. It’s 
where Sherry paints, up against the huge 3 ia) 
pane that brings the blue sea right into i 
the room. The walls are covered with his ; | 
oils—landscapes, marines, still life—beau- | 
tiful things revealing really superb talent 
and craftsmanship. On his easel by the 
window that day rested an unfinished can- 
vas, a winter scene he’d started at But- 
ternut Hill—a lovely view, snowy New 
Hampshire hills, huge frosted trees, red oe 

barn, a church so real it made me home- je UY 


sick. 


design for living . . . 0b “ey, WI, ee 


Bette’s whole house is painted in a 
lovely restful green. In her living-room 
the furniture is designed for comfort. By 


the window there’s a great chaise longue, your hat, . . like your face . « ., 


big enough for two to sit in and look at 


house, and below that a terrace juts out 


the sunsets. There’s a vast easy chair, needs daily make-up! | 
some antique rockers, and a low, pine cof- ; i 
fee table. oe eee é : (| 
The dining room’s upstairs, a small, Ogilvie Sisters Hair Beauty Aids 
family one, dressed with an old-fashioned 
walnut table and chairs and the last an- will lend an-aura of enchantment 
tique (she loves ’em) that Bette bought 
before Baby Barbara came. Wide French : b 
doors open out to a porch with a wrought to your hair . ... making the most 
iron table and chairs’ another porch ! | 
sweeps around the whole front of the of your own sweet self...» | 


to make a rocky garden splashed with 

flowers. There’s a barbecue patio there, it 

und wie the a prepara to the sea, |. Special aids for dry, oily bair. 

a shallow pool which fills and empties 1 Creme Shampoo $1.& $3.50 : ith 

with each tide, perfect for a baby to splash Ne wihGrempessromeoe $12) “ - A Wl 

in. Everywhere you look the view is Highlights Hairinse $1* islers hid 

dazzling. ! | i 
Bette and Sherry’s bedroom is on the Creme-Set 75¢ & $1.25 1 

top floor as their house climbs up the cliff. HAIR PREPARATIONS i} 

It’s the plainest room in the house—just : ; at Dept. and Drug Stores 


_a huge four-poster bed with barely room 
on each side for a chair and a chest, and 
_. there’s a balcony opening out to the sea. *Fed. Tax. 


| 

604 Fifth Avenue + New York 19, N. Y.- 

} 

_ The guest room’s top-'12. too, a cottagey, c ee : 
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chintz-draped place with twin beds and 
comforters of soft beige Chinese chinchilla 


at their feet. There’s no finery, either, in 
the nursery, a pretty pink one with Sher 
ry’s sketches here and there and a beauty 
of a bassinette where Baby Barbara slum- 
bers when she’s not in her mama’s lap 
getting her bottle. 

I had a hard time pulling myself away 
from that nursery, though. Because in an 
old Spanish chest that Sister Barbara 
found and bought for Bette, were the baby 
clothes I knew Bette had the thrill of her 
life assembling for the great event. I'd 
asked her if I could see them all—(I get a 
kick out of baby clothes still)—and Bette 
said, “Sure you can—but don’t look too 
closely at the ones I made. I do the 
most appalling things with a needle!” She 
collected her layette from all over. One 
prize that took my eye, which came all 
the way from England, was a short chris- 
tening robe, with the most delicate lace 
gathered on the daintiest knitted wool 
bodice over a lace skirt. A British friend 
of Bette’s sent it, and it’s just about 
the cutest thing I’ve ever seen. When 
I told Bette that, she sighed happily. 
“I can’t wait to dress her up in that.” 
Then she laughed, “When my doctor 
saw all those clothes, he snorted, ‘Mrs. 
Sherry, I hate to disillusion you, but 
you'll never use them. For the first year 
all you'll need are diapers and a night- 
shirt or two.’ 

“Don’t be too sure about that,’ I told 
him. ‘Whether she needs it or not, I’m 
going to dress her up—just for myself.’ ” 
And don’t think Bette won’t; that’s part of 
the fun of having a doll like Barbara, and 
Bette’s set to enjoy every thrilling experi- 
ence she’s dreamed about for years. But 
Tl bet a couple of cookies she'll never 
spoil or pamper that baby, no matter how 
precious she is to her maw. Her third day 
home Barbara was right outdoors in the 
sunshine—at only eight days! One thing 
Bette Davis has always “proved—that 
she’s got good solid sense. With her 
there’s no glamor about this baby, only 
thankful appreciation. I asked Bette if 
she’d got any baby-shower loot from 
the Hollywood glamor girls. She shook 
her head. 

The only shower Bette had was from 
some of her and Sherry’s Laguna Beach 
friends—not a movie star, 
among them. 


something from the boss... 


But when I asked what Jack Warner, 
her studio boss, gave her, she hopped up 
off her chaise longue like a girl athlete, 
against, I’m sure, doctor’s orders. “Just 
wait till you see,” she cried. She opened a 
dresser drawer, drew out a jewel box and 
opened it. There on a gold chain were 
three lovely large pearls, the start of a 
necklace for Barbara. It was a wonderful 
gift and showed, I thought, that the 
people she works with and for think a lot 
of the gal. 

‘We were on the subject of presents, so I 
asked Bette, “What did Sherry give you 
for having the baby?” And I got a typical 
Davis reply that said just what she felt. 

“He gave me the baby,” smiled Bette. 
“T think that’s present enough.” And so 
do I! 

When the nurse took Barbara away at 
last for her beauty sleep, I chatted with 
Bette about her own plans for the future. 
I’d heard she was to make African Queen 


| next with James Mason—and after that, 


Ethan Frome. Bette said both were out 
any time soon for pretty obvious reasons. 
She couldn’t make African Queen because 
it’s an active part which would have her 
climbing all over a ship and falling into 
water. Ethan Frome, because it’s set in 
deep New England winter, can’t be made 
until there are tons of snow somewhere. 


incidentally, 


But Bette promised me she’ 
a Hollywood sound stage somet 

gust—if someone can come up eae the — 
right story. Even if she makes one then, 
she’ll have been away from theaters for 
almost two years before it’s released. Be- 
cause the picture she had finished just — 
before she stopped for the stork, Decep- 
tion, was quickly released. 

“Just think,” she considered, “by then 
T'll almost be a new face on the screen. I - 
wonder,” she mused, “if they'll like me? 
You know, Hedda,” said Bette Davis, 
“T’ve always wondered what it would be 
like to start all over again. Maybe I'll 
find out.” 

“Don’t count on that,” I warned her. 
“There are a lot of people who'll have 
pretty long memories about Bette Davis.” 

There are a lot of other things that Bette 
and Sherry and the new family have plans 
for, namely some trips in their new trailer 
—a beautiful deluxe job to whisk them off 
into the woods and mountains. Sherry’s 
strictly an athlete who loves the outdoor 
life and Bette is pretty determined to 
share those pleasures with the man she 
married. Right now the super-trailer’s 
parked on the Warner lot, but they'll get 
it moving, soon as aheys can. 


oh, to be in england... 


They’ve got definite plans, too, to go to 
England. Sherry’s dying to paint the Eng- 
lish countryside and Bette, I know, is dy- 
ing to make a British picture, for she feels 
that the British are making Hollywood 
productions look pretty silly right now. 
Her conscientious brow clouded, though, 
at her own hopes. 

“Tell me, Hedda,” she asked, “when you ~ 
were over there last year, did you feel like 
you_were taking food out of the mouths 
of the people?” - 

eli certainly did,’ I confessed, 
minute.” 

“That's how I’d feel, I'm afraid,” she 
fretted. “But maybe by the time I can go 
things will be different.” 

I don’t think things will be particularly 
different, though, with Bette Davis, as a 
Hollywood star, since her happy marriage 
and motherhood. Bette’s still a rugged 
individualist, canny about her career, but 
I know that around their home there’s just 
one boss—that’s Sherry. And Bette loves it. 
I don’t think, however, that Sherry will 
ever lift a finger to interfere with Bette’s 
Hollywood decisions. That’s a thing apart 


“every 


‘from her home, a thing Bette can take 


care of beautifully. 

In fact, come to think of it, Bette Davis 
can take care of almost anything else she 
sets her mind to—even her baby’s birth- 
day. I think one of the most typical Davis 
sidelights on Barbara’s birth is that Bette 
brought her into the world exactly when 
she said she would! Two weeks before 
the stork came, a rumor got around that 
Bette’s baby would arrive the very next 
day. I checked with a friend of mine and 
Bette’s in Laguna. 

“Don’t you believe it,” she said. “Bette’s 
planned on having a May Day baby and 
that’s when she’s going to have it—May 
first.” @. 

“Now wait a minute,” I protested, ‘ ‘you 
just can’t call blessed events that way!” 

“Well,” said our mutual friend. “You 
know Bette—” 

Well, that’s when Bette Davis had her 
daughter, May 1, 1947, as advertised. And 
sunny and sweet asa ‘May day she is, too, 
that Baby Barbara. As I waved goodbye 
to Bette, I remembered the name of a 
certain picture Bette Davis made once. I’m 
not much of a one for prophetic omens or 
things like that—but if any star ever made 
a title come true for herself, it’s Bette 
Davis. Because that’s just what sh 
today—what she’s d d 
long time— All 
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and only important luxuries cluttering my 
existence. How many bedrooms do you 
need anyhow?” 

“One, if single,’ Myrna said, “one-half 
if married.” 

“Married or single, I need a room of my 
own,” Gene told her. Then he turned to 
her suddenly. “Darling,” he said, “what 
do you say we stop all this nonsense and 
get married?” 

“Well, darling,” Myrna said, “I think it’s 
a splendid idea.” 

Gene looked at his wife-to-be thought- 
fully. “Can this be the girl who sixteen 
years ago felt I was too worldly for her 
uninvolved tastes and experiences?” 

‘Not quite the same girl. I’ve grown up 
a bit, in your direction. And you have— 
shall we say ‘simplified’ in my direction. 
We are both adult, I think.” Her smile 
was warm, exciting. “And now,” she said, 
her throaty chuckle breaking through, 
“suppose you tell me more about the house 
we will have...” 

During that first year in the tiny Con- 
necticut salt-box he found on the outskirts 
of the Uplifters’ Club in Santa Monica, 
Gene and Myrna settled easily into the 
kind of life they had envisioned for them- 
selves. 

The house, compact and of classic de- 
sign, was a focal point of that existence. 
It had a comfortably large master bed- 
room, for Myrna, and a smaller room and 
two baths upstairs; a study, living room, 
kitchen and service rooms downstairs. 
Over the garage there were quarters for 
the two Filipino stewards Gene had 
brought with him from the Navy. 

They furnished the place in comfortable 


Early American, of course, except Gene’s: 


room. “It should have a certain auster- 
ity, if you don’t mind,” he directed. “I’m 
used to ships’ quarters. No frills.” 


ship-shape .. . 


So Myrna put in a boxy single bed that 
looked like an oversized tailored couch 
by day, and books from floor to ceiling, 
and a desk and cabinets for filing papers, 
and his pet boxing prints. She had 
brought to him, as a dowry, one of the 
finest wine cellars in California—although 
she never drinks herself—and they dug a 
concrete-lined cave in the hillside behind 
the herb garden to house it. 

It took only a month or so for Gene to 
discover that the “perfect” wife of the 
sereen was more than that outside the 
studio.- 

He discovered that she was a magnifi- 
cent cook, for one thing, with a library of 
some 94 cook books and a natural flair 
for the sort of dishes he liked. 

She was never in a hurry, but she was 
always on time, and while other people 
spluttered and grew red-faced and irri- 


table she accomplished minor miracles of’ 


efficiency calmly and without apparent 
effort. When; as he often liked to do, 
he brought home male acquaintances of 
diversified backgrounds, she always man- 
aged to select a menu to their varied 
tastes. 

He found a deep and abiding respect for 
her as one of the two or three actresses 
who gave up their careers entirely during 
the war in order to do a service job. Hers 
had been a majestic assignment: Assist- 
ant to the Director of Military and Navy 
Welfare, North Atlantic area, for the Red 
Cross. Her area had covered the entire 
North Atlantic seaboard. 

She told him a little about it, one eve- 
ning. “I wasn’t always as perfectly effi- 
cient as I’d have liked to have been,” she 
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said. “There was one incident that still — 


bothers me. It was in Atlantic City, in 


that hospital for amputees and the blind,- 


and malaria cases. In 1945, that was, one 
day when I took time off for a personal 
visit to the wards. 

“There was that one chap on the sun 
porch. A big fellow, tall and nice look- 
ing, with blue eyes and a butch haircut 
and a wary smile. ‘How do you do, Miss 
Loy?’ he said. He had impeccable man- 
ners. x 

“In the.face of his poise I was a little 
disconcerted. My mind wasn’t clicking 
too well, but I was determined not to 
bring forth the usual clichés. I said, 
‘Gosh, where did you get that tan?’ 

“It was a ‘tan’ derived from South Pa- 
cific diseases and atabrine, of course. He 
answered, without malice, ‘Ma’am, you 
mean when did I get that tan.’ ” 

They were sitting together on the rear 
terrace, watching the changing color of the 
hills and not speaking, relishing the time 
of day and their lazy mood and the quiet 
intimacy of the moment. The cat, coal 
black from nose to tail, came slowly out 
of the dusk and walked toward them. 

This cat was, or at least had been, in 
obvious trouble. It had not eaten any- 
thing much for some time, nor was it de- 
cently groomed. It looked battered by 
fate, and its eyes said as much. 

“Don’t get up,” Myrna said warningly. 
“You might frighten him. Let him decide.” 

They sat waiting, and after a moment 
the cat came up to the terrace and stood 
there, a tentative look about its ears, and 
with melancholy tail. 

“Kitty?” asked Myrna. 

The cat did not budge. 

Gene got up, walked over to the cat, 


) lifted it and cradled it in his arms. He 


stroked his head. The cat began to purr. 
“TJ guess he’s going to stay,’ Gene said. 
“This chap’s had a bad time up in the hills. 
Look, his left ear’s gone. And the scars 
on his back... .” 


"he's" having kittens ... 


the scrawny animal 


Myrna accepted 
She felt sud- 


from him and held it close. 
denly protective. Then, intrigued. : 

“We’ve been calling this cat ‘he,’” she 
said. 

“Of course.” 

Gene looked closely at the cat again. 
“You women,” he said. 

“We must make her a warm bed, and 
feed her up. She’s eating for two.” 

“You mean for five or six,” Gene said. 

While they were fixing a bed in an 
orange crate for the new cat, Gene said, 
“T’ve learned a few things about you since 
our marriage. It might amuse you if I 
told you about them.” 

“Vas.” 

“Well I’ve learned that although you 
have a superb acquired taste for clothes, 
you pay no attention to them. Where’s 
your wardrobe?” : 

“Upstairs, silly.” ; 

“And you have a few trinkets, to wear 
when you dress up.” 

“Ves,” 

“To be perfectly honest, you have a su- 
perb collection of jewels.” 

_She raised her left eyebrow at him. 
“What're you getting at?” 

“Only that I’ve never seen you in any- 
thing but peasant skirts and blouses. * You 
usually look as if you lived in a Mexican 
fishing village.” 

“We very nearly do.” 

“T see. It’s a matter of comfort—silly to 
wear that wardrobe for this kind of a 
house.” He added hastily, “I like what 
you wear. Naturally. I was only curious.” 
i She sat staring into space, éxpression- 
ess. : 

“What's the matter?” he said. 
“You know what’s the matter?” 


Sai, ae 


“I don’t.” 

“That trade paper. 
Communist.” — , 

His laughter was composed of relief and 
derision. “Are you kidding?” 

“T won’t have it.” 

“No one will pay any attention to that 
sort of untrue thing about you.” 

She stared at him in disbelief. “You’ve 
lost your perspective, then. People do 
believe what they read. I’m a liberal. 
But I’m not subversive. I’m not a Com- 
munist. I couldn’t be. Nobody can say 
that about me.” ; 

He looked at her silently for’a long mo- 
ment. Finally he said, “You really are 
sore!” : oe : 

“Yes,” she said, simply, her superb con- 
trol straining to hold her anger. 

“It’s the first I’ve ever seen you really 
angry.” ; . 

“Then this is the first time. I tell you 
I won’t have it. I’ve already called my 
attorneys, and I’m going to sue.” 

“[ve always said that the great thing 
you had was excitement with tranquillity.” 

She spoke quietly. “You turn a neat 
phrase, Gene, to quiet me. But this anger 
is more than excitement. I shall sue these 
makers of false information. Then I can 
find tranquillity. I’m glad it pleases you.” 

When, a few days later, the excitement 
was over, and retractions printed, and The 
Great Rage of Myrna Loy had been satis- 
factorily calmed, Gene told her his plan 
for their belated honeymoon. 

“Originally, I thought of India,” he said, 
“but we couldn’t get there before the hot 
weather sets in. How about Cairo? We'll 
stop at Shepheards. You’ve never been 
there and Egypt is fascinating. We can 
even take a barge up the Nile, if you like. 
Do you like the idea?” 

“It sounds perfect to me,” Myrna said 
equably. “We'll have a lovely time, and 
Pll ride a camel.” 

“You don’t sound too excited at the 
prospect.” : 

“I am excited,” she told him, “but to tell 
the truth, I’m so happy here in this little 
house, with the cat and dog and the lime 
trees, that I can’t jump up and down over 
the prospect of leaving. Still, it'll be so 
nice to come back to.” 

“We don’t want to like home so much 
that we turn into sticks-in-the-mud.” 

“Why not?” she asked, with a smile that 
said more than a thousand words. 

After a moment he said, smiling back, 
“Darling, you have me there.” 


Listing me as 
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Bie x (Continued from page 46) 


_ “fi-Heavens no,” sobbed Betty. “You 
were wonderful. I’m crying because I’m 
—wah-wah—so h-h-happy!” 

Larry sighed with relief and looked 
around the big room. “Say,” he exclaimed, 
“you know where we are? This is the 


Since then everything that’s happened 
has proved Betty Garrett right as the 
rain in her face. It was indeed a great big 
occasion—for Larry Parks, for Betty and 
for Columbia Studios, whose inner sanc- 
Bi tum that pair pinched for an emotional 
moment. The Jolson Story went right out 
i from there to bust records in every theater 
_ it played, to make more money than a 
tis! Columbia picture has ever made—$7,000,- 
i 000 so far and they’re betting it eventually 
i ‘rivals Gone With the Wind—to play first 
a runs on Broadway twice for the first time 
in history, to revive a whole lost era of 
songs, make a new career for Al Jolson— 
and to.make Larry Parks a 1947 screen 
swoon combo of Van Johnson, Guy Madi- 
son and Frankie Sinatra, all rolled up into 
one—the new star-of-the-year, whether he 
believes it or not. 

Not long after, Larry rolled regretfully 
back to Hollywood from his too brief 
reunion with his across-the-Continent- 
wife. Betty Garrett got a call backstage 
one night before the Call Me Mister curtain 

_ went up. 
“This is the manager of the Radio City 
Music Hall,” a voice explained. “Can you 
come over tomorrow afternoon? We’ve got 
a job for you.” 
Betty was baffled. “I’ve already got a 
_job,” she protested. 
“This one’s for your husband,” chuckled 
4 ie Music Hall boss. “And I think you'll 
ike it. 


_ ladder of success... 


When Betty showed up, they asked her 
if she’d like to climb a ladder out front 
‘and change the letter-lights on the mar- 
quee around a little. They read, “The 
Jolson Story with Larry Parks,” at that 
us point. “For the first time in the history 
of this house,” said the manager, “we’d 
like to switch things around and give a 
star front billing. Think you can change 
fe that to ‘Larry Parks in The Jolson Story’?” 
4 “Watch me,” grinned Betty, scooting up 
the ladder. 


ie long-delayed break and success of this 
3 dark, wavy-haired Parks guy is that he’s 
E had the girl he loves around to share it. 
F Betty’s just about the best builder-upper 
_. a sensitive fellow like Larry could have. 
Larry admits that without her he’s the 
type to slip into deep sulks and take a 
dim view of this and that. “I’m just a 
mean and nasty man,” he smiles slowly. 
“Betty's the ray of sunshine.” Larry’s the 
type to crease a wrinkle in his brow at the 
height of his triumph and start worrying 
about what comes next. Even after The 
'\ ee Jolson Story proved all his worry warts 
' about it were fakes, Larry couldn’t relax. 
He made Down to Earth with Rita Hay- 
worth and then The Swordsman, a couple 
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er Board of Directors’ room! Imagine us,” he 

' _ laughed, “picking this great big place for a - 

ie family cry!” 

__--—~—__—s Betty dabbed her nose and grinned. “It’s 
a g-good place,” she said, “It’s a great big 
occasion.” 


One of the swellest things about he 


ct, exhausting Technicolors—bang, bang 
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101 OUT OF 120 NURSES REPORT NO CHAFING 
WITH NEW FREE-STRIDE MODESS 


The extra cotton also acts to direct 

-and retain moisture inside the napkin, 

keeping the edges dry and smooth longer. 
And dry, smooth edges don’t chafe! 


So safe, too! Each Free-Stride Modess 
has a triple safety shield to keep you con- 
fident—free of accident fears. On sale 
everywhere now. Product of Personal 
Products Corporation. 


Nurses, busy nurses... bending, lifting, 
pushing, stretching . .. WHO could bet- 
ter judge the chafe-free comfort of a 
sanitary napkin? 

Nurses who had suffered chafe with 
their regular napkin tested a new, im- 
proved napkin, Free-Stride Modess. Ob- 
ject: To see if it gave freedom from chate. 


Nurses’ verdict: 101 out of 120 reported 
no chafing with Free-Stride Modess! 


The secret of the chafe-free comfort 
so many nurses found in Modess lies in 
the clever fashioning of napkin edges. 
Free-Stride Modess has extra cotton on 
its edges—extra sofiness—right where 
the cause of chafe begins. 
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: , Walk, wart contort / Ty the new Free-stride Modess: 


| ® No “lost days” this summer! 

e Pack a box of Meds tampons in 
‘ your bag—and enjoy any day! 

Meds are different: the “Safety- 

@ Well’ for extra protection; soft, 
luxurious cotton; neat applica- 
tors—so handy to carry, so easy to 
use, so simple to dispose of. 

Now’s the time to discover 
how marvelous Meds are. Get a 
box today—or send coupon be- 
low for trial package of the 
new easy-to-insert size with the 
REGULAR absorbency most 
mature women need. 


. 
@ 
@ 
@ Stender MEDS De Luxe MEDS 
@ 
@ 
¢ 


with REGULAR with SUPER 
absorbency in the absorbency in the 
light blue box dark blue box 


29¢ for 10 in applicators 


Seen oe wn meee me 


Martha Steele 


Milltown, New Jersey 


Acceptable“€or advertising in the 


S * Guoranteed by > 
Good Housekeeping 


rors sovegrsi3 WY 2 
Personal Products Corporation - MS-8 

Dear Martha Steele: I want to try REGULAR 
Meds. Please send, in plain wrapper, with 


full directions, trial package for which I en- 
close 10¢ (stamps Or coin) to cover mailing. 
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he’s happy; sometimes he’s blue. He’s a 


black Irishman that way, with a touch 
of melancholy Teuton. One minute he’s 
glooming that these last two pictures 
don’t measure up to The Jolson Story for 


him. The next minute, he’s full of youthful — 


enthusiasm. “The next,” he says, “just has 
to be better, or they'll say I’m a freak!” 

Larry was dead sure he didn’t have a 
chance to get an Academy Oscar at last 
February’s awards. He’d been nominated 
for Hollywood’s highest honor—sure—but 
so what? He was still a Hollywood no- 
body, he figured, fresh out of the rut of 
Westerns, whodunits and the odd quickie 
jobs he’d been doing fer years, where if 
you dropped dead they kept shooting right 
over your prostrate body. 

Larry had no idea he’d land in the finals 
until the morning he shuffled out on the 
front porch in’ his mules, as usual, and 
picked up his paper. There he was on the 
front page, nominated for the best per- 
formance of the year. He shuffled back 
into Betty’s kitchen and almost poked the 
percolator off the stove with the paper. 
“Hey,” he marvelled. 
this?” 

“Til bet you get it,” stated Betty pronto, 
sparkling sunshine right away. 

“Are you crazy?” gasped Larry, shocked 
at the very idea. 

Well, the night of the Award shindig, 
Larry and Betty, Cornel and Pat Wilde, 
Glenn Ford and a few close buddies circled 
a table and everyone was on an expectant 
edge—except Larry. He felt like a ringer, 
like a guy in on a pass. All the great star 
names of Hollywood suffocated the room 
with glamor and greatness. That had never 
bothered Larry Parks before, but he’d 
never been stacked up against it before, 
either. 

They read off the nominations at last and 
flashed the brief best scenes of each on a 
screen. All were as short as a wartime 
shirttail but when Larry’s turn came, his 
scene ran longer than any of the rest. 
They picked the “Mammy” number and 
the whole song reeled off. The applause, 
too, was longer, and louder. For a split 
second even Larry Parks wondered, against 
his convictions, if maybe he didn’t have a 
chance. The hearts at his table, especially 
Betty’s, beat like snare drums until the 
final announcement came, that Fredric 
March was the lucky winner. 


couldn't cut “mammy”™ short... 


But on the way out, Betty ran into a 
Hollywood director who was on the award 
committee. He grabbed her hand. “Did 
you see?” he asked. “We left your fellow’s 
scene on longer than anybody else’s. No- 
body on the committee had the heart to 
cut that marvelous ‘Mammy’ number short 
—it was too good. Frankly,” he whispered, 
“TJ thought Larry should have won the 
award.” 

When Betty told that to Larry he only 
shook his head. “You must have mis- 
understood him,” he said. 

“You're just hopeless!” sighed Betty. 

It’s taken a flock of potent signs and 
portents to halfway convince Larry Parks 
that he’s anything extra-special, even after 
he’s seen the evidence piling up: weekly 
headlines in the trade papers about the 
whirlwind success of The Jolson Story, 
floods of critical rave clippings that still 
pour daily into Columbia, the stacks of 
fan mail that are putting, humps on Holly- 
wood postmen’s backs, infterviewers hot on 
his trail with pad and pencil, offers for 
radio jobs that swamp him every week, 
urgent pleas from other studios all over 
Hollywood to star him in the biggest pro- 
ductions with the most glamorous lady 
stars. 

All those things seem a little unreal to 
a steady working veteran of a pel oue 
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“Can you beat” 


Last Jabne WRE 
passing by the 
Paramount Thea- — 
ter, I saw a group 
of people gathered. 
around a very at- — 
tractive young ~ 
lady, asking for 
her autograph. 
Suddenly, a man 
staggered up— 
visibly under the 
influence of alcohol. He pushed his 
way through the crowd, pushed a $50 
bill in the star’s face, and asked her 
to sign it. As she did so, he asked the 
~ crowd, “Who’s she, anyway?” The star 
glibly answered, “Oh, I’m Ginny 
Simms.” He walked away looking 
very confused—for the autograph on 
his $50 bill read, “Dinah Shore Mont- 
gomery.” Dinah ‘handled that situation 
very well, I think. 
Lucille Mayer, 
Brooklyn, New York 


he’d never dreamed of. In all that time the 
only fuss that had ever been made about 
Larry Parks was in his home town of 
Joliet, Illinois. “Joliet’s Own Larry Parks” 
bannered every picture he made that came 
to that loyal home town, whether it was 
a shoot-em-up hoss opera or a two-line 
bit in an A. But in Hollywood nobody 
looked twice at the little white bungalow 
where he lived with his mother. The 
neighbors dismissed it with “A fellow who 
acts in the movies lives there, Parks his 


“name is, I believe—ever hear of him?” 


Everybody has neighbors like that in 
Hollywood. Larry’d come and gone about 
his business for the last three or four years 
without any rubbernecking or curiosity 
about his private life. He’d trotted in and 
out of the gate at Columbia, too, getting 
“Hi, Larry” or just “Okay, Bud.” 

-The first indication that changes had 
been made smacked him the week The 
Jolson Story opened in Hollywood, a 
smash hit from the start. Larry was mak- 
ing The Swordsman then. He breezed in 
the gate one day as usual. “Good morning, 
Mister Parks,” said the gateman. 

Larry stopped. Something sounded fun- 
ny. “What did you say?” he asked. 

“Good morning, Mister Parks.” 

“Oh,” rallied Larry. “Good morning.” 
It sort of embarrassed him. He just wasn’t 
used to that treatment. 

And out in Nichols Canyon, where he 
lives, he was just as slow to comprehend 
the spotlight that started to beam right 
away on his front door. The houses along 
the canyon are just a hop across a con- 
crete ditch conveying a stream runoff 
from the Hollywood hills. Larry’s win- 
dows are so close to the street that cars 
driving by can look right in. But he'd 
never paid much attention to the cars that 
whizzed up and down the canyon. 

He didn’t get it at first when they 
stopped whizzing, and drove very slowly 
up and then very slowly down, with peo- 
ple peering at his place excitedly as if it 
were on fire or something. Sundays it 
looked like a funeral procession. “What's - 
so funny about this house?” he asked 
Betty. 

“Three guesses,” replied Betty. “You.” 

“Oh,” said Larry. 

Then there was Norma, the ten-year-old 
girl next door, and her sudden popularity. 
Norma had always chased around with the 
neighborhood kids her age. Suddenly her 
girl friends seemed awfully old for Norma 
py utecn and sixteen. They ¢ crowded her 


ga itn | angther of those aauiecat 
it’s-time-you-were-told looks. “ They don’t 
ome to see Norma, you silly,” she en- 
lightened Larry. “Who lives next door?” 

“Well, ll be darned!” laughed Larry. 

What really made him blush, though, 
and still does, is a troupe of teen-aged 
fans who, Larry thinks, must have seen 
The Jolson Story at least a hundred times. 
They roll up in a group of jalopies, park 


from the picture. “Hey, Larry,” 
“What do you want today—Mammy’ or 
_ ‘The Anniversary Song’? How’s about do- 
ing the balcony scene?” And they rip it 
right off, so good that he can’t help getting 
a kick out of it. What makes Larry blush 


scenes more perfectly than he does! 

k One reason Larry is slow on the up-take 
with his new glamor is that at heart Larry 
Parks is just naturally as cautious as a cat. 

'He’s got his feet pretty solidly clamped to 
terra firma and his handsome head’s hard 
to turn. His long years knocking about 
Hollywood taught him all the answers and 
made him pretty much proof against the 
vagaries of movie fortunes. By now, Larry 
believes it only when he sees it, and even 
now that he’s seeing it, he’s not one to go 
all a-flutter or to sail off into astral spaces. 


Parks is the type to shun the spectacular 


to Larry that’s almost late George Apley. 

Betty’s favorite story of her best beau 
is about the day they went down to the 
Los Angeles Hall of Records for their mar- 
riage license. Betty and Larry’s romance 
was pretty much a case of love at first 
sight. They’d met long before in New York 
when they were both .kids trying to 
crack Broadway. But they really got to 
know and love each other when Larry, 
producing an Actors’ Lab play in Holly- 
wood, cast Betty Garrett for a fill-in part. 
Betty had just left an Olsen and Johnson 
show on Broadway for a three months’ 
California vacation, and found herself with 
time on her hands. So she’d hunted up that 
select group of Hollywood players who 
stage plays at the Lab just for the satis- 
faction of doing something artistic for a 
change. Larry was a charter member of 
that gang (who put on some of the finest 
acting in America these days) and Larry 
still is. But Betty Garrett took his mind 
off art the minute he saw her. 
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caught in the act... 


_ Anyway, they both knew what Mies 

_ wanted and right away. So one Septem- 

ber morn, almost three years ago now, 
they dropped into the license bureau to 
pay their two dollars for that fatal slip. 
When they signed up, a newspaper re- 
porter | sniffed a story in Larry’s occupa- 
tion, “screen actor’ and “singer.” He 
started asking questions. 

“How long have you and Miss Garrett 

| been engaged?” he wanted to know. 

i “Five years,” replied Larry promptly. 
} Outside, Betty asked Larry why in the 
| world he’d told a fib like that, when 
| they'd really only been engaged one short 
month. 

“Oh,” said the proper Mr. Parks, “I 
didn’t want people to think this was a fly- 
by-night marriage!” - 

Another good excuse a Larry Parks’ 
i» calm in the face of Fame’s sudden favors 
is the fact that he bulldogged his break in 
The Jolson Story so tenaciously and thor- 
oughly that he wore himself to an emo- 
tional frazzle making it the great _perfor- 
mance it ‘was. Now the let-down is over- 
he og it Tobs him of 


Hos 


out front and serenade him with scenes © 
they yell. 


is the fact that the kids remember the- 


Under his magnetic screen personality, the 


and startling. There’s a conservative side . 
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WHY HAVE HIS KISSES 
GONE COLD? 


If her devoted husband has suddenly become indifferent, it may 
be because she has grown careless about feminine hygiene. 


Is proper feminine hygiene so important to married happiness? 


Yes. Intimate daintiness...charm...call for effective douching. 
That’s why so many doctors recommend thorough yet gentle 
“Lysol” brand disinfectant. 


What about salt, soda . . . other homemade douching solutions? 


Weak, makeshift or homemade solutions cannot compare with 
the tested and proved cleansing efficiency of “Lysol.” 


Why is “Lysol” more” dependable than many other disinfectants? 


Because it is effective not only in the test tube but in contact 
with organic matter. “Lysol” is a proved germ and odor killer. 


ALWAYS USE “LYSOL” in the douche, to help you keep the complete 
feminine daintiness that is magic in a marriage. 


non-injurious to delicate mem- 
brane. Its clean, antiseptic odor 
quickly disappears. Highly con- 
centrated, “Lysol” is economical in 
solution. Follow easy directions 
for correct douching solution. 


Check these facts with 
your doctor 
Many doctors recommend “Lysol” 


brand disinfectant for Feminine 
Hygiene. Non-caustic, “Lysol” is 


FREE BOOKLET! Learn the truth about inti- 
mate hygiene and its important role in married 
happiness. Mail this coupon to Lehn & Fink, Dept. 
F-471, 192 Bloomfield Avenue, Bloomfield, N. J., for 
frankly informing FREE booklet. 


For Feminine 
Hygiene—always use | 
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. make fast money with big-value 


Not your looks—but your old 
fashioned deodorant! Modern 5 
DAY Under Arm Pads stop under- 
arm odor and perspiration better, 
quicker, longer—1 to 7 days, 
_depending on you and the weather. 
No spilly liquids, no messy creams 
—just lotionized pads, gentle, 
safe, handy. Dab under arms with 
a pad, then throw it away. 


‘Ont Oey, jm 2 Seeords! 


oO DAY . 


UNDER ARM PADS 
29c, 55c 


Also $1 economy size 
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SELL SMARTEST, NEWEST 


CHRISTMAS CARDS. 


Easy way to earn extra cash every 
day. Show friends and others sen- ys, 
sational Christmas card values! Get 
orders full or spare time, Personal 
Christmas cards with sender’s 
name 50 for $1.00 and up. Also 


MAKE 
MONEY 
Showing 
CHRISTMAS 
CARDS Wi'# 
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$1.00 Box Assortments—21-card 
“Weature,’’ Religious, Everyday, 
Gift Wrappings, Stationery. No 
experience needed. Amazing 
FREE Sample book gets quick 
orders for you. Get sample sent on approval. Write TODAY. 


ARTISTIC CARD CO, et3wayst., Elmira, N.Y. 


AND 23 
ASSORTMENTS 
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AMBROSIA 


The Liquid Facial Cleanser—at Leading 
Drug and Department Stores—35¢, 75¢, 1.25 


made his first test for The Jolson Story 
two months after he and Betty Garrett 
were married. That was two-and-a-half 
years ago. From that time until the last 
scene was finished, he thought of prac- 
tically nothing else. Long months of re- 
hearsals preceded the actual shooting of 
Jolson, months made longer for Larry be- 
cause Betty was away in New York, fol- 
lowing her own musical comedy career. 
“But it’s just as well she wasn’t here,” 
Larry believes today, because he wasn’t 
much of a damsel’s delight to live with 
all that time. He was up at six o'clock 
and often home at midnight, working Sat- 
urdays, Sundays and holidays. He was 
tense as a watch spring, couldn’t half eat, 
sleep or give anyone a decent answer. He 
lost weight and his brain whirled with 
ideas. He thinks it’s lucky Betty was 
3,000 miles away. “Else,” he smiles a little 
ruefully, “she’d probably have divorced 
me!’ 

Except for a week snatched here and 
one there, between shows when Betty 
could fly out to Hollywood, the new Parks 
family had no home life in all that time. 
Larry lived with his mother in the little 
white cottage in Nichols Canyon. He 
wonders how she ever put up with him 
the whole route, he was so lost in never- 
relenting problems of how to be Al Jolson 
better than Al himself. Maybe the most 
solid tributes he’s had about his work, 
incidentally, came from her and their maid, 
Ola Thomas, the two who sweated it out 
with him. 


a mother's tribute .. . 


Larry’s mother passed on last winter. 
But, happily, before she died, Larry had 
the pleasure of taking her to see the results 
of his greatest effort and she had the grati- 
fication of seeing her son a star. The 
Parks family, including his mother, had 
never been convinced that Larry did the 
right thing when he abandoned his plans 
for medicine after graduating from col- 
lege. They were always, he sensed, ‘just 
a bit disappointed in him. His dad died 
while he was still running around Broad- 
way, early in his attempts to get started 
acting. His mother had watched him make 
a certain modest place in Hollywood, but 
Larry felt she never believed he had done 
right to abandon the M.D. degree. After 
seeing The Jolson Story, she told him, “I’m 
proud of you, Lawrence. You were right 
to take up acting, because ’m sure you 
were meant to act.” That meant more to 
Larry Parks than anything the critics or 
millions of fans could ever say. 

As for Ola, who had to put up with 
Larry’s mealtime moods all those frantic 
months, she saw the picture the first day 
it opened in Hollywood. “Well, Mister 
Larry,” she sighed that night, “I guess it 
was all worth it!” Which, in its way, Larry 
Parks considers a mighty high compliment, 
too. : 

The greatest happiness Larry Parks has 
drawn from his success in The Jolson 
Story is not the fame, because, like I said, 
he doesn’t quite believe that yet, or get 
impressed; it isn’t money, either, because 
he’s still on the same old Columbia con- 
tract. His big reward is settling down to 
some home life with Betty, and having a 
vacation for the first time he can remem- 
ber, since he signed a studio contract and 
went to work. 

Larry started Down to Earth during his 
final two weeks on The Jolson Story, fin- 
ished that on a Saturday and started The 
Swordsman the next Tuesday. After that, 
he flew to New York and brought Betty, 
her red setter, “Mister,” - (given her by 
east-mates in Call Me Mister) and “Pep- 
per,” the blue Persian cat, all back to their 
Hollywood home. Betty’s M-G-M screen 
contract started, These right at that time. 


mbes) not booked for any movies right : 


au ouch so they’ve , both ad - 


their hands for the past six mont 
a chance to get solidly acquainted at last. 


They’re both finding it fun playing house a 


like a couple of newlyweds. 
Larry came through with a beautiful 
square-cut diamond engagement ring for 


» Betty, to celebrate the reunion, because, 


as he explained, “After being married two 
and a half years, I think it’s time we got 
officially engaged.” They hadn’t had time 
before they were married to pick one out! 

The Parks’ are going in heavy for home 
life right now because—in spite of their 
double careers—they’re both “hearthbound 
hicks at heart,” as Larry puts it. Larry 
has always been in Heaven when he’s had 
something to build with his hands. When 
he was hard up around Hollywood years 
ago, he teamed with two other pals, car- 
pentered a house and sold it for a tidy 
profit to keep eating. He’s relaxed from the 
strain of those three straight Technicolors 
by repairing and staining the roof of his 
Nichols Canyon place, making shutters, 
painting the ,chimney, building a doghouse 
for “Mister,” putting in a back lawn and 
trimming his 20-year-old avocado trees 
clean as whistles. Betty painted and wall- 
papered the whole inside, stitched cur- 
tains, got her grandmaw’s old china un- 
packed, sewed drapes and, generally, the 
pair of householdérs knocked themselves 
out so that, on top of their acting let- 
downs, they collapsed for one whole week 
of sleep—no kidding! 

They started one Saturday night by 
falling in bed at nine o’clock. The next 
morning they dragged out at eleven, had 
breakfast and climbed back at noon to 
sleep all afternoon. That went on, with 
variations, for a week. Larry gained five 


pounds which he had to sweat off the next 


week at LEaston’s Gymnasium, but he 
remembers “The Big Sleep” as a stretch 
of pure unadulterated bliss. 

They haven’t been playing possum all 
the time, of course. Betty, for one thing, 
has been taking a course in cooking from 
Ola—concentrating on the specialized care 
and feeding of Larry Parks. For an 
actress, she’s turned into a pretty nifty 
pot-and-panner, by the way, whipping up 


Larry’s favorite beef-a-la-Stroganoff and - 


steak-and-kidney pie just like his mother 
used to. The improvement from their first 
home-cooked meal the day after their 
marriage is pretty noticeable, 

They had one month together back then, 
as bride and groom, before Betty flew off 
to Broadway and a new show. The day 


I SAW IT HAPPEN 


Some while ago, 
when my_ sister 
was a student at 
the University of 
California, she got 
tickets for a school 
play, called Rain ~ 
From Heaven. The 
play didn’t go over 
very well, but | 
after the last act 
we went backstage 
and got the leading man’s autograph. 
Since it was the first stage production 
I'd ever seen, I went around showing 
the autograph to everyone, and telling 
them how wonderful that actor was. 
Mother, who'd seen the play with us, 
didrt agree. “That leading man was 
horrible,’ was her verdict. But now 
we both treasure that autograph, be- 
cause it was Gregory Peck’s—and 
even Mother’ thinks 0e8 eayite good 
now. 
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after church wedding, Larry chased 
, off to Columbia to work on Counter Attack 


4 and Betty rolled up her sleeves to cook 
THE 


dinner, their first as Mister and 


_ Missus. Well, that night when Larry came 
home he hopped off his motorcycle like 
a bee had -buzzed under his seat. Smoke 
_ billowed from the Nichols Canyon cot- 
_ tage and distressed screams of the Little 


Woman filled the air. Betty’s fried 
_chicken, mashed potatoes and peas were 
scorched cinders when he arrived to throw 
open the windows, and Betty was half 
asphyxiated. She knows better now—lots. 
That motorcycle is still the outdoor love 

of Larry’s life. The only way he’s blown 


himself, to celebrate The Jolson Story suc- | 


cess, was to send to England for a new 
Sunbeam, with all kinds of fancy foreign 
gadgets. Betty’s inherited the old Velo- 
cette and Larry’s taught her to be a pretty 
good motor buster. 

Larry and Betty Parks aren’t the frivoi- 
ous, show-off type of Hollywooders at all, 
which accounts for why you don’t see 
them crouched over smoky tables around 
at Mocambo, Henri’s and places like that. 
Betty’s an athletic Venus who takes body 
building at the gym right along with 
Larry—although in the women’s class, of 
course. And both of them match up on the 
serious side of their art. Larry has his 
week nights pretty well filled up as com- 
mittee member of both the Screen Actors’ 
Guild and the Motion Picture Relief Fund; 
he’s still a board member in the Actors’ 
Lab and the Parks family ambition is to 
put on a full length play there together, 
and after that, one on Broadway—Lunt- 
and-Fontanne style. Their night time 

_ pals for coffee and conversation are peo- 
ple like Cornel and Pat Wilde, Lloyd 
Bridges, Joe Bromberg, Lée Cobb, Kirk 
Douglas, Jeff Donnell, Glenn Ford, Phil 
Brown, and the whole Lab gang. 


still doing their bit .. . 


_ Betty Garrett has lured Larry into an- 
other new big interest in his life—the 
constructive kind he goes for—entertain- 
_ ing at veterans’ hospitals. Betty -had the 
_ reputation, in New York, of playing more 
GI hospital wards than any other enter- 
tainer on Broadway—and better, too. She’s 
just the type a bedfast GI longs to look 
on—pretty, peppy, bright and breezy as a 
‘May day, and she loves to work when it’s 
_appreciated. Betty sings and dances like a 
dream—but Larry, well, all he’s been able 
to do so far is to chauffeur Betty around, 
since she’s transplanted her hospital cir- 
_ cuit to the West Coast. That has been 
burning him to a crisp. Being no enter- 
tainer, all he could do was walk in, grin 
and say, “Hello, guys.” After all, he 
couldn’t play a scene by himself. 

While M-G-M has been trying to size 
up how best to debut Betty Garrett, test- 
ing her more times than an allergy doc, 
she’s kept her hand in, studying with a 
vocal coach. The other day she talked 
Larry into taking voice lessons, too. For 
one thing, they want to work up a strictly 
entertainment song-skit for their hospital 

_ audiences. And here’s another wistful rea- 
son behind Larry’s yen to learn to croon. 

Everybody knows that Larry didn’t sing 
a note in The Jolson Story. The socko voice 
was the inimitable Al’s. That doesn’t take 
an iota of credit away from what many 
people consider the toughest, most tedi- 
ously achieved, incredibly accurate im- 
personation ever brought to the screen. 

But ever since his own acting triumph, 

_Larry Parks has had a yearning—hard to 
explain—to stand up there and make with 

_ the pipes himself. 

“Maybe I’m scared,” sighs Larry, “that 

som ebody, somewhere, sometime will flash 

r ( ut on me and ask me to sing 


What would I do then— 


Tity the young 


DEE LOE 


Often a married woman has no one 
but herself to blame if her husband 
starts losing interest— 


False modesty may have kept her 
fromconsulting her Doctor. Or perhaps 
she very foolishly has followed old- 
fashioned and wrong advice of friends. 


If only young wives would realize 
how important douching two or three 
times a week often is to intimate 
feminine cleanliness, health, charm 
and marriage happiness. If only they’d 
learn about this newer, scientific 
method of douching with—zonITE. 


No other type liquid antiseptic-germicide 
tested is SOQ POWERFUL yet SO HARMLESS 


Up-to-date, well-informed women no 


longer use old-fashioned, weak or 
dangerous products. 


The ZONITE principle is truly a 
miracle! No other type liquid antisep- 


-—Louile 


FOR NEWER 


feminine hygiene 


Address 
City 


wife held back 


tic-germicide for the douche of all those 
tested is SO POWERFUL yet SO SAFE to 
tissues. Absolutely xo1-poisonous, non- 
burning, non-irritating. ZONITE posi- 
tively contains no phenol, no bichlo- 
ride of mercury, no creosote. You can 
use ZONITE as directed as often as 
needed without risk of injury. 
Zonite Principle Developed By Famous 
Surgeon and Chemist 
ZONITE actually destroys and removes 
odor-causing waste substances. Helps 
guard against infection. It’s so power- 
fully effective no germs of any kind 
tested have ever been found that it 
will not immediately kill on contact. 
You know it’s not always possible to 
contact all the germs in the tract. BUT 
YOU CAN BE SURE that ZONITE kills 
every reachable germ and keeps them 
from multiplying. 
Buy a bottle of zonITE today! 


FREE! NEW! 


For amazing enlightening NEW 
Booklet containing frank discussion 
of intimate physical facts, recently 
published — mail this coupon to 
Zonite Products, Dept. MSC-87, 370 
Lexington Ave., New York 17, N. Y. 


EGE 


®) Sell Christmas 


Janes ART 


| NEW oe white 
odoviess LOTION 


safely 


REMOVES HAIR 


1. A pleasant white lotion without 
bad clinging depilatory odor. 


2. Not messy. Quick—rinses off — 
easily with lukewarm water. 


3. No razor stubble. Keeps legs 
hair-free longer. Economical! 


4. Doesn’t irritate normal skin. 


5. Removes hair close to skin, leaving 
skin soft, smooth, and alluring. 


6. Country’s largest seller, because 
better way to remove hair. 


‘Cosmetic lotion fo 
AAG plus tax 


remove hair 
At Drug, Department and 10¢ Stores 


BEAUTIFUL 
FINGERNAILS 


Don’t be embarrassed by 
short, broken, thin nails. It’s 
SO easy to cover unsightly 
nails with NU-NAILS. Applied 
in a jiffy, they bring you long, 
lovely nails that everyone a 
mires.Can beworaandcneis 
and polished any shade. Help you 
Overcome nail biting habit. Set of 
10 only 20c at all 5c-10c stores 
..and at Sears. 

NU- N AILS ARTIFICIAL 

FINGERNAILS 
‘S251 West Harrison Str 
Dept. 15-K Chicago 4a. Silinois 


Cards ( 
ioe EXTRA DOLLARS iii 


Show 5 NEW SERIES of Name- 
Imprinted Christmas Cards, low nee $ 
as 50 for $1.00. Exclusive designs, or 

big values! Your friends, neighbors 


order quickly from FREE E samples 
we send you. Big cash profits easy. 


17 SMART ASSORTMENTS 
Add to-earnings with beautiful, ‘‘ARTISTS’ AWARD” 
Christmas and Everyday Assortments. Pay you fine 
Gg rofits. Exclusive variety offers ‘*21 
eature” Christmas Assortment 
famous Matched Christmas and 
Everyday Gift Wrap Ensembles, 
Holiday Notes, Religious, Everyday, 
Humorous, 10 other money-makers, 


Write Dept. M-10today for Samples 


WITH NAME 


STUDIOS inc. 
a ia Bec Rochester 5, New York 


“JEEPNIC 


(Continued from page 40) 


A jeep is even better than a horse.” 
“Hmm,” Elizabeth said. “A horse is 
pretty nice. When would we go?” 
“Saturday. Ill tote my gun. There are 
jack rabbits—” 
Elizabeth, who is anti-hunting, sniffed. 
“Tll take my paints—” 
And Mopsern Screen, tipped off a couple 
of days later, said, “We'll take a photogra- 


Saturday came up hot and bright. The 
sky was blue, lunch was in a basket, and 
the jeep ate up the miles from Hollywood 
into the desert. 

The kids drove through the giant Joshua 
trees on the very edge of the desert, and 
suddenly they stopped, and stared in front 
of them. 

“There must be a thousand acres of 
poppies,” Elizabeth whispered. “Out of 
that old yellow ground. And look at the 
hills—all white!” 

Marsh nodded. “Those are the Sierra 
Polonas. Come on, let’s unload.” 

But she was already gone, flying through 
the fields, and he grinned to himself, and 
loaded the stuff out of the jeep onto his 
back, and followed her more slowly. 

She’d found a little patch of purple, and 
she was studying it gravely. “That’s lupine, 
I think—and that yellow, that’s wild mus- 
tard, and the white stalks on the hills 
are Yucca.” 

Marshall flung down the bed roll, and 
“You must have read a book, 


She parked | beside him. “P did,” she said 
with dignity, “and I’m smart, besides.” She 


was pulling off her shoes. “T want ms feel 
the grass with my bare toes.” — 

Five minutes later, she howled with 
pain. 

“Youre smart, huh?” said Marshall. 
“How come you don’t know enough not to 
step on a cactus?” 

She put her shoes on, chastened. “I for- 
got it was desert ground. ‘Can we eat 
now?” = 

After lunch. they ‘qalken lazily, until 
Elizabeth pulled a poppy. “I think Ill trim 
our basket.” 

Marsh sat bolt upright. “No, no, no! 
They charge you a million dollars and send 
you to jail for that. It’s against the law!” 

“You're kidding,” Elizabeth said, pluck- 
ing another poppy. Then she took a look 
at os face, and decided he meant what he 
sai 

She pinned the two flowers in her hair, 
got out some paper, and started to mouen 
in a sketch of the foothills. 

Every so often, Marsh would take a 
drink from the water bag, and slop water 
all over his chin. Then he’d look amazed. 

“You know what, Liz? The air evapo- 
rates the water on my chin—it_ feels like 
ether.” 

Liz giggled. “If you poured some on 
your head, I could call you numbskull.” 

Sighing, he settled back. “You're a 
mean child.” 

It was much later, when the sun was 
fading, that they strolled to the jeep. 

Elizabeth’s light laugh spread im the air. 
“And you didn’t kill a single rabbit, ” she 
was saying smugly. 


’ 


PAIR OF ACES 


(Continued from page 43) 


topcoat bulges indicated three loaded auto- 
matics. 

‘The men kept on looking. 

One chewed coldly, pensively on a dead 
cigar. He stared around the room. “Cas- 
ing the joint,” it’s called in detective fic- 
tion. 

Somebody was going to die. 

Young Mr. Stewart knew it. So did 
young Mr. Fonda. Neither one was fond of 
the idea. 

Then the tallest of the gangster trio 
turned on his heel and walked out. So did 
the other two heels. 

“T think,” Jimmy said, “we can start 
breathing again.” 

Henry said, “Yeah.” 

Up from the street roared the nasty 
bark of an automatic doing business. A 
machine gun burped harshly. 

Henry Fonda found himself staring 
down into the dimly lit street fourteen 
floors below. Jimmy was at the other 
window, which needed washing. 

“Those three guys who were just here,” 
Henry mumbled, “have found what they 
weren't looking for.” 

“Jimmy said, “Yeah.” 

Three sightless pairs of gangster eyes 
stared unwinkingly up toward the place to 
which they weren’t going. 

That’s life in the Big City. 

It’s also death. 

And drama. 

Jimmy Stewart and Henry Fonda have 
seen a lot of that, before and since. A lot 


of fun, excitement, romance and some hell - 
around the edges—Stewart in the skies - 
| over. Europe — Honda: in the South _ 

oe SS = 


Getting down to cases, Hank Fonda 
knew he was going to be an actor. He 
found that out while studying journalism — 
and working around the Community 
Playhouse in Omaha. He built scenery, 
ushered, brought the curtain up and down. 
He understudied the actors, and every 
time he walked on the stage, he was scared 
to death. 

“They finally began to pay mee Hani’ 
remembered. “I guess I earned about $500 © 
ina year, but I figured if I could earn one 
dollar in the acting business I could do 
better some day.” 


- He did better, going the stock player a 
route through Washington, Baltimore and 3. 


East Orange. 


This was in 1928. And Hank, who went 


from high school in Omaha to the Univer- 
sity of Minnesota, from which he had 
been graduated, soon learned that it isn’t 
only Princeton graduates—like Stewart— 
who can almost starve to death. . 

Hank didn’t know Jimmy then. 

Jimmy was still at Princeton, making 
like an undergraduate. 


Hank latched on to the University Play- 


ers Guild. He did summer stock at Cape 
Cod. Did it good; ack n See to the local 
reviewers. 

Broadway was warming up a little when 
Jimmy and Hank finally met. 

The famous Princeton Triangle show hit 
New York for its annual performances at 


the Metropolitan. Hank was out front with | 
Josh Logan and “Windy” (Bretaigne Win- | 
theater 


dust) a couple of other guy with 
in their corpuscles. 

They liked 
Onk 
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| FREE 


‘| SAMPLES mccaliBidg., Dept.L-21, Memphis 3,Tenn. 


FRECKLES 


Write for FREE BEAUTY SUGGESTIONS 


We will send you a 
delightfulstory about 
~ Stillman’s Freckle 
a : 

: & Cream. It is not only 
~ a freckle bleach, but 
, also a beautifying 
cream. It makes skin 
S look~lighter—feel 
softer, smoother. Over 30 million jars 
have been purchased by enthusiastic 
users! Only 50c at all drug and cosmetic 
counters. A postal card brings this amaz- 
ing story of beauty to you! Usdocconding 


to directions 


THE STILLMAN CO., Box 2, Aurora, Ill. 
Stillans 50" 


Se tling New Hope 
: e r Millions. y 


Dry HAIR 


Just try this SYSTEM on your hair 
7 days and see if you are really en- 
joying the pleasure of attractive hair 
that so often captures love, romance. 


MARVELOUS RESULTS 


, when scalp and hair conditions are 
normal and the dry, brittle, breaking 
@ off hair can beretarded,it has achance 
w to get longerand muchmore beautiful. 
Just try the JUELENE SYSTEM for 
7 days, let your mirror prove results. 
Send 31.00. (If C.O.D. plus postage). 


Fully Pracantacd! Your money back if you are not delighted. 
JUEL CO., 4727 North Damen, Dept. J-603, Chicago 25, Ill. 
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© Guaranteed by © 

Good Housekeeping 

U7 IF DEFECTIVE OR 
AS Avranist iy 


Kills the fleas 
Quickly! Z 
Keeps others off Te 
for Days. 


Pulvex-also comes with ROTENONE, 


Either Kind 
25¢ &50¢ 


the original formula. BEST FOR CATS. 


SELL 
/PERSONAL .M 


Show big value 
Personal Christmas Cards, 60 for $1 and 
25 for $1 with name imprinted. Friends, 
others buy readily. Big profit for you. Also 
sell Christmas Card Assortments, Every- 
day Cards, Stationery, etc. — at 60c and 
$1.00 retail. No experience is necessary. 
Write today for E Personal samples. 


SOUTHERN GREETING CARD CO. 


WHY SUFFER 


FROM MISERY OF SIMPLE 


PILES? 


@Here’s a single soothing medicine 
to speed relief from tortures of simple 
piles. It’s amazing Pazo*. Acts at once 
to relieve pain and itching—soothes 
inflamed tissues—lubricates dry, hard- 
ened parts—helps prevent crackin 
and soreness—reduce swelling an 
check minor bleeding. The help you 
get is wonderful! 

So, to speed relief from itching and 
pain of simple piles get Pazo*. Your 
doctor can tell you about it. At all 
druggists’ in hikes with perforated 
pile pipe for simple, thorough appli- 
cation—also tins and suppositories. 

*Pile Ointment and Suppositories. 


fooled around with an accordion and made 
some jokes. 

This was Jimmy Stewart. 

“T'd like to have you come along with 
us to Cape Cod this summer,” Logan told 
Stewart, backstage. 

“Ah-awr,” Jimmy replied in that un- 
spellable drawl which to this day is his 
prelude to a decision. “Sure. Sure. I’d 
like that.” 

Jimmy shook hands with Hank and said 
he’d see him at the Cape. 

He didn’t. Hank had himself a job in a 
road show, and he was working hard at 
the acting business, while Stewart, not 
convinced that he could take himself 
seriously, turned in a couple of good jobs. 

That winter, Josh Logan said, “Four 
guys could live pretty reasonable if they 
pooled their money.” 

Hank Fonda agreed. 

When he moved into the apartment and 
sat down, Jimmy Stewart came in and 
draped his lanky frame in another chair. 

I’m not absolutely sure of it, but, think 
one or the other of them said, “Hello.” 

Talking too much is a bad habit Stewart 
and Fonda have not fallen into. 

Both of them hate quotation marks. 

Henry broke down into a positive rash of 
words, though, when I interrupted the 
brick work he was doing on the front 
porch of his ranch home on Tiger Tail 
Road. 

“T remember,” Hank said, “that Jim 
would land a small part in a show. He’d 
have three minutes on the stage, speak 
four lines and get five laughs. The show 
would run about ten weeks and fold. Jim 
would say he guessed he’d go home. We 
kept trying to talk him out of it. « 

“I figured the theater would get inside 
him, and eventually it did. He went into 
Divided by Three. Windy, Josh and I 
went to see the play on opening night. 

Afterwards, we went backstage, and it 
was Windy, I think, who said: 

“Why, you secretive so-and-so! Where 
have you been hiding that talent? Don’t 
you ever say you can’t act.” 


fonda won't talk... 


Fonda finished digging out the last brick. 
We went inside the house and located a 
couple of davenports to hang our legs over. 

“You guys must have had some inter- 
esting romances in those early days, what 
with all the show girls floating around 
Broadway,’ I suggested. Hank didn’t bite 
on that. He went on as if I hadn’t spoken. 
“T meant to tell you—Stewart and I were 
never on the stage together. I figure that 
was lucky for him. When the role is right 
I can pound home a pretty good job, but 
that guy is class all the time.” Hank got a 
faraway look in his eye, and then he said— 

“T think it’s interesting that Josh Lo- 
gan, who was doing everything but sweep 
out the houses learning to be a director 
has come up this year with three smash 
hits on Broadway—Annie Get Your Gun, 
Happy Birthday, and John Loves Mary. 
Windy (Bertaigne Windust) has, among 
other things, done Finian’s Rainbow, Life 
with Father and Arsenic and Old Lace. 
Jim and I absorbed a lot of experience 
and ideas just by associating with these 
fellows, who later began to contribute so 
much to the theater. I don’t want to sound 
arty, but you see what I mean. 

“We finally wound up with the Madison 
Square Hotel as our last Broadway head- 
quarters. Those were good times. We'd 
plan a dinner before we took off for the 
theater. ‘Then we’d fall to and cook it 
when we got back and polish the whole 
thing off with a cold bottle of beer.” 

“Did Stewart do the cooking at the 
apartment?” 

“Seldom. Confidentially, I think he’s a 
lousy cook.” 

“That's right.” 


Stewart loomed up 
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with Tampax! 
WHY ENVY OTHERS at that certain time 
of the month? You can wear Tampax 
in the water on sanitary-protection days 
and no one will be the wiser! This 
summer at any popular beach, you are 
almost sure to find many women who go 
in swimming on “those days’’—wearing 
Tampax without amy hesitation what- 
ever.... There is nothing about Tampax 
in the slightest degree embarrassing (or 
offending) under bathing suits wet or dry. 


WORN INTERNALLY, Lampax discards 
belts, pins, outside pads—everything 
that can possibly ‘‘show.” Perfected by a 
doctor, Tampax is made of highly absorb- 
ent cotton compressed in modern appli- 
cators for dainty insertion. The hands 
need never touch the Tampax. No odor 
forms. There is no chafing with Tampax. 
Changing is quick and disposal easy. 
COMES'IN 3 SIZES (Regular, Super, 
Junior). Sold at drug stores and notion 
counters in every part of the country— 
because millions of women are now us- 
ing this newer type of monthly sanitary 
protection. A whole month’s supply will 
go into your purse. The Economy Box 
holds four months’ supply (average). 
Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass, . 


Accepted for Advertising sah 
by the Journal of the American Medical Association, 
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buy EXPENSIVE SHOES to 
safeguard your Toddler’s 


Why? 


No shoes at any price are better than 
sensibly-priced WEE WALKERS for a 
toddler’s normal feet. Cost less because 
they are made by America’s largest ex- 
clusive baby shoe manufacturer, and sold 
through mass distribution stores. The best 
safeguard is to not let baby grow into and 
out of shoes. Buy the correct size NOW 
and change to a larger size IN Ahan, 
Ask your doctor about WEE 4 
WALKERS...see them. 

compare them.. .try them...in 


Infants’ or shoe department 
of stores listed. Birth tosize 8. 


W.T.GrantCo. S.S.KresgeCo. J.J. Newberry Co. 
H.L.GreenCo.,inc. 1.Silver&Bros. Scott Stores 
McCroryStores Schulte-United CharlesStores Co. 
Metropolitan Chain Stores, Inc. Kinney Shoe Stores 
F. & W. Grand Grand Silver Co. McLellan Stores 
Montgomery Ward & Co. se 


Smooth One-Piece Tongue: / 


Stops pressure on nerves, mus- 
cles, bl vessels caused by 
sewed-on ton ue, still used on 
some shoes se ing at top prices. 


FREE: 


Pamphlet, ‘‘Look At Your Baby’s Feet.’” 
Valuable information on foot care, and 
scale to measure size needed. Moran 
Shoe Co., Dept. M, Carlyle, Ill. 


WALKERS 


Women- Cin Mooney -Se\\ 
luly nylons 
AMAZING NEW FIT SERVICE 


7 WRITE TODAY... ask for FREE outfit with sample 
stocking. Enjoy ‘taking orders for YOURS-TRULY 
Nylon Hosiery. Sensational Individual Customer 
Fit Service to fit every type of leg: —short, long, 
ora wow t et pevauts and average. Harn money 

0 experience needed. Write fully. 


SIMERICAN V HOSIERY MILLS, Dept. G-110, Indianapolis 7, Ind. 


QUICK RELIEF 


FOR 


SUMMER| 
TEETHING 


‘ XPERIENCED Mothers know 
that summer teething must not 
be trifled with—that summer up- 
sets due to teething may seriously 
interfere with Baby’s progress. 
Relieve your Baby’s teething 
ains this summer by rubbing on 
Dr. Hand’s Teething Lotion—the 
actual prescription of a famous 
Baby Specialist. It is effective and 
economical, and has been used 
and recommended by millions of 
Mothers. Your druggist has it. 


DR. HAND’S 
TEETHING LOTION 


Just rub if on the gums 


you DO NOT need to , 


through the early American dining room 
that leads into the Fonda living room. He 
looked at me with a certain severity. 

“Talking about somebody?” he asked. 

“Yeah, you. I caught Fonda in a weak 
moment, after John Ford whipped him 
through The Fugitive, and ’'m making him 
talk.” : 

“The Fugitive,’ Jimmy volunteered, “ 
going to be one hell of a good picture. As 
long as we have to go through with this 
you’d better tell your editor not to cut 
out The Fugitive credit. I’d like to take 
direction from John Ford some time.” 

“And I’d like to work for Frank Capra,” 
Fonda broke in. 

“You guys never get together, do you?” 
I asked. 

“Sure,” Stewart said, “There’s a little 
thing called A Miracle Can Happen. We’re 
in that one together. First time.” 

Between them, in characteristic short 
takes, they told me about it. It seems that 
for years Jim and Hank have been whip- 
ping up skits. They’ve always hankered 
to do a thing about musicians. 

Musicians, it seems, are never shown on 
the screen quite the way they are. As 
Fonda explained it, the movie audience 
looks AT the musicians. They don’t sit 
down in the band and get a load of what 
these characters are really like. 

So along comes a deal for them to do 
a picture together. 

They sat down and mapped out a story, 
roughly. Then John O’Hara went to work 
on it. It wound up as the darndest, slap- 
stick comedy that’s come down the pike 
for years. 

After the two finished explaining their 
combined effort, Stewart got up to leave. 
He tossed a parting shot— 

“T always knew that when we got around 
to doing a picture together, it would be 
real art.” 

When Jimmy had gone, I went to work 
on Hank again. 

“Tell me about your Hollywood break,” 
I urged. 

“Oh, that! You know how the breaks 
come when you least expect them. I got 
a call from my agent in February, 1935. 
He wanted me to fly right out to Holly- 
wood to meet the producer, Walter Wan- 
ger. I wanted to stay in Omaha; but he 
told me I could go right back. 


fine how-do-you-do! ... 

“T went to Hollywood and met Walter 
Wanger at the Beverly Hills Hotel. He 
didn’t know me, and certainly I didn’t 
know him. To me, he was a_ perfect 
stranger; and when he stuck out his hand 
for the introduction, his first words were: 
‘Tl give you $1,000 a week.’ 

“That really floored me. We shook 
hands on the deal and I went back to 
New York. June Walker suggested me 
then for a role in the stage play, Farmer 
Takes a Wife. At the same time, Jim got 
Page Miss Glory. As a result of Farmer, 
I got my first screen offer. It was from 
Twentieth Century-Fox, and they wanted 
me to play my lead role in their movie 
version of Farmer.” 

Stewart’s break came four months later, 
as the result of Billy Grady’s insistence 
that Metro sign him. Jim got off to a 
somewhat slower start at $250 on a three 
months’ option deal, but after playing a 
small part in Rose Marie, with Jeanette 
MacDonald and Nelson Eddy, he kept 
moving on up steadily. 

One day Hank Fonda came home from 
work to find Stewart sitting in his apart- 
ment. Jim hadn’t wired him. He never 
does wire or write, unless it’s to his family. 

They figured it would be nice to have a 
house, so they rented a Mexican hacienda 
from Hal Rosson. $200 a month it cost 


_his_ disappointment. 


them, and neither one of them could Bet 
They h; : 


for servants Fact referred to 
staff.” 

As usual, the front door was alway: 
open. The old friends from Broadway) 
migrated out one by one—Logan, Johnny) 
Swope and all the rest. It was good| 
living, while it lasted, but a sudden turz| 
of events doomed the bachelors’ paradise f 
to short life. 

Hank went to England to do a picture t 
He met the lovely Frances Brokaw anc| 
spent some time wondering whether he’c 
lost his mind or his heart. He settled or ; 


married, with old friend Josh Logan as|_ 
the best man. 

Jimmy was tied up in a picture anc| 
didn’t get there for the big event, much tc 


He’s more or. less a part of the family 
though. When Colonel Stewart returnec| 
from the wars to take up the business oi] 
being Jimmy again, his own home in Brent- ; 


One bes Hank walked around the swim- a 
ming pool and into his guest house. Jim) 
Stewart was sitting there. He looked ug) | 
at his long-time friend and said, “Looks| ‘ 
like you’ve got a boarder for awhile | 
What time is dinner?” 


his vast friéndship with Hank’s children|| 7 
Jane, aged 9, and 7-year-old Peter. IL t 

“Ts Jimmy thinking of getting married?’| 
I asked Hank. 


an- answer to that po Hank mae 
think he’d like to. But he’s wary.” 
That he is. Wary, and sensible. Person+}! 
ally, I think Jimmy Stewart would rathej| ! 
not marry an actress. He’s seen too many) 
marriage failures, and he plays his love; ‘ 
and loyalties strictly for the long haul. 
One of these days, he’s liable to show uy) ¥ 
at Hank Fonda’s front door with a girl 
who’s never been mentioned in any mak t 


column. & 
“Hank,” he’ll say, as that slow grin be-} 
gins to ease across his face, “I want you tc e 
meet Mrs. Jimmy Stewart.” 4 
I can’t think of a better climax. 


| SAW IT HAPPEN 


About six years ||}; 
ago, at a dinner- 
date at the Coron- |. 
ado Hotel, I was 
going up the steps | 
to the powder- | 
room, when a | 
stunning girl step- 
ped aside to let 
me pass. Since she 
wore a half-smile | 
and I have a ten- 
dency to forget names, but not faces, 
I said, “I know weve met, but I just. 
can’t think of your name.” With a 
twinkle in her Irish eyes, she replied, 
“It’s Maureen O’Hara.” Though her |i, 
very sweet manner did much to ease 

my embarrassment, it returned two- 

fold when I returned to my table and jj. 
noticed that for the greater part of the 
evening, Miss O’Hara had been sitting } 
at the very next table. She was with 
another beautiful girl who, for a long } 
time had been carrying on a telephone } ff 
conversation (over one of those plug- 
in phones they have in restaurants) 
with someone they called “Dizzy.” The 
girl who was talking to “Dizzy” was 
none other than Lucille Ball—and the t 
party on the other end of the phone f. 
was, of course, Desi Arnaz! Celebrities } 

at my elbow, and ae my ba 
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STRANGE WOMAN 


‘(Continued from page 100) 


By Eric Bishop 


schoolgirl’s. She is 125 pounds on her 
bathroom scale, with everything where it 
should be. She wears suits, her favorite 
tig, without any girdling gear, and buys 
hard-finished suitings at men’s tailors. 
Joan has bi-weekly massages when she 
works, but not for her figure, just to relax 
—if that is possible. All in all, everything 
most gals past thirty wistfully sigh for, 
Joan has in the physique department be- 
cause she burns up her talent. 

Joan tackles everything with the same 
whirlwind determination that marks every 
phase of her life and interests. She always 
did give the swimming pool in her garden 
a beating, which doesn’t hurt that stream- 
lined figure any—and this year she de- 
cided it was high time she played good 
tennis. Eleanor Tennet, the former champ, 
is “Teach” to her, and after fourteen 
lessons, she gave Joan a gold pin of a lady 
player swinging a racket wildly. “You are 
one of the club now,” said Teach. “You 
have earned it—but I’m a wreck.” 

The only casualty she suffers outdoors 


. is persistent freckles (she’s a redhead), 


and her only sporting weakness is her 


tender heart. 


, ringnec 


One fall Joan was up in the New Jersey 
Poconos decked a la Abercrombie & Fitch 
from head to toe. She had been asked on a 
pheasant shooting party and sallied forth 
bravely, But when she flushed a cock 

k and got a bead, she just stood 


, there. Her host was puzzled. 


“You had him,” he protested. “Why 


|; didn’t you pull the trigger?”. 


“T couldn’t,” Crawford confessed, “he 


| Was so darned pretty.” 


Like most actresses, Joan Crawford is 


. emotional in unpredictable ways, and as 


sentimental as a southern belle. She keeps 


, all her old love letters tied up with differ- 
; ent colored ribbons. She’s like a kid about 


birthdays, whether around the studio or 
her own house, and spends half her time 
consulting a little book of dates. 

Joan had a precarious home life as a girl, 
and that’s why her home and the life there 
hurts her over the heart today. She has 
lived in the same house for fifteen years, 


which is staffed today by a cook, a nurse, 
a gardener, and a cleaning woman, who 
come by the day. Joan checks on every 
department pretty thoroughly, but nobody 
seems to mind. 

But the real bosses of Joan Crawford’s 
Brentwood house are her two blond beau- 
ties, Christina, 7, and Christopher, 4. Joan 
has had them since they were ten days 
old, and her heart is pretty well split in 
half in their direction. - 

To get them off to school (Chris is in 
kindergarten, and Tina goes to Public 
School), Joan dives out of bed at the 
terrifying hour (to an actress) of 7:00 a.m. 
They have breakfast together, and a ride 
in Joan’s Cadillac to school. When she’s 
not acting, Joan brings them home for 
lunch too, and, unless there’s some beau 
or other coming around, it’s a date with 
the kids for dinner at six, and a walk up 
the road in the dusk. Sunday, beau or no 
beau, Joan drives her joys to Sunday 
School, and then a picnic. 

Joan doesn’t get around nearly as much 
in Hollywood’s night life as she used to. 
Sometimes a couple of weeks slip by with- 
out her leaving the house at night, but then 
she’ll agree to go out with some superb 
dancer like Greg Bautzer, and she will 
have quite a fling, because the early love 
of her life, dancing, is still tops with Joan 
for indoor sports. She is as good as ever 
with one slight exception—where they 
used to have to usher her out of places like 
the Grove and the Troc, now a Crawford 
date knows that at 10:30 the latest, he pays 
the check. 

The other night she made a rare ap- 
pearance at a large Hollywood cocktail 
and dinner gala. Joan likes one daiquiri 
before dinner—and that’s all. This affair 
turned into a prolonged drinking bout, 
while Joan nursed her lone daiquiri and 
got hungrier and hungrier. Dinner finally 
was served around ten, and when it -was 
over Joan promptly rose. 

“Excuse me,” she said. 

She headed toward the Powder Room, 
but she didn’t go there. She went home. 

Joan talks dreamily of a farm someday 


with cows, and chickens and horses and 
all that—a real one—and she wants it not 
so much for herself as the kids. She is 
always planning trips, fishing excursions 
in Canada, yacht cruises in South Amer- 
ica and such. Some of those “vacations” 
she threatens hypocritically knee-deep in 
a picture, but knowing Joan Crawford, I 
would say her luggage will just gather 
dust, and it will be strictly a map tour 
as long as there is a picture around the 
corner to be made; and there is one to 
be made, Daisy Kenyon, that Joan’s itching 
to start. 

That’s a love story for Joan—a wel- 
come change after so much character 
drama. But it’s coming at a time when 


there is nothing to match it in her private 


life. That's sad but true, Joan will tell 
you, although, as in her screen career, 
she is not looking one foot backwards for 
romance, but straight ahead with the same 
expectant Crawford eagerness. No one can 
say that Joan Crawford hasn’t had enough 
unhappy endings to her own private love 
stories, but they haven’t nipped her con- 
fident faith in romance one particle. 

The other night, Joan was dressing 
to go out and trying to explain at the 
same time what had happened to a mem- 
ber of the family, one “Pupschen,” a dachs- 
hund, lately deceased. As usual, her 
shadows, Christina and Christopher, were 
kibitzing on the party process, begging to 
button a button or spray on some of her 
favorite Zenza perfume. “Pupschen” was 
Joan’s pet for fourteen years, and the kids 
had known him all their lives. It was a 
solemn moment. “Pupschen” was blind and 
old and he had to be put to sleep. Joan 
explained all this to Christina. 

“TI am going to bury him,” she said. 

Four-year old Christopher missed the 
word. 

“Who are you going to marry, Mommy?” 
he demanded. 

“Nobody, Chris,” 
at all.” 

But she wasn’t telling the truth. Some 
day, Joan hopes, when the right man 
comes along, she'll marry again. 


replied Joan, “nobody 


HONEY CHILE 


(Continued from page 62) 


By Rosemary Layne 


he Pe hed his cigarette, and said, “This is 
ridiculous! I can’t understand one word 
you're saying; you couldn’t possibly do a 
test, unless you had an interpreter.” He 
kept looking at her. 

“But the face,” he said. “And the figure 
—they don’t need any translation. We'll 
do a straight interview test. ” Which is just 
what they did. 

* She was sitting in a chair, dreaming, the 


i:day Beatrice came in with the letter. It 


i}. was from the Coast, and the envelope 


} 
4 


| the middle of the floor. 


| 
i 
4 
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looked impressive. 

Slowly, Ava ripped the envelope, and 
then she sat up straight. 

“A contract, it says here. Three months, 


‘fifty dollars a week!” 


Already, Beatrice had their suitcases in 
“If you’re not too 
tired, honey,” she said, “start packing.” 
Ava wasn't too tired, for once . 


For a solid year, in "Hollywood, ‘she did 


mostly extra work, and concentrated on 


losing her Southern accent. 
She married Mickey Rooney and quit 
york fo do 


i the wedding, one 


ad. Ebaby, SO 


- the boy was named Michael. 


Michael and his Aunt Ava have never 
met each other formally, but the family 
has shown him lots of pictures. 

Last time Beatrice was down visiting, 
Michael approached her with a movie 
magazine. He pointed to Rita Hayworth. 
“Ts this Ava?” 

Beatrice shook her head. “No, dear.” 

He went on to the next actress. “Is this 
Ava?” 

Another “no” from Beatrice. 

Michael frowned. For several minutes, 
he turned the pages deliberately, and 
finally returned to Beatrice in triumph. He 
had a stocking ad in his fist—it was nothing 
but two legs, and a caption. “This I know 
is Ava,” he said proudly. 

Ava got to be friends with Peter Law- 
ford when she was married to Mickey. 
Mickey and Pete were old pals, and Peter’d 
come over to the house and sit around, and 
one night, when the radio was going, he 
asked Ava to dance. 

They took about three steps, and he 
stopped in surprise. 

She laughed. “Hey, you’re better.” 


Neither of them has ever had any reason 


“Hey, you're good!” 


to revise that first snap judgment. 

After Ava split up with Mickey, if you 
remember, she went back to work. 

One more year, and she was in love 
again. She married Artie Shaw, and 
stopped working for the second time. 

When that marriage broke up, in 1946, 
she returned to M-G-M, where they were 
beginning to regard her as a transient 
guest. Now that she’s really going places 
(she could have been there and back, if 
she’d tried), the studio’s big problem is to 
keep her from falling in love. 

With Ava, love comes in the door, and 
Ava turns around and goes on out with it. 
Out of M-G-M, that is. 

She’s too busy to fall in love right now, 
she reassures Burnsie, her anxious dra- 
matic coach, and Burnsie just looks wise. 

Actually, she is pretty busy. She gets 
up at six o’clock in the morning, and bit- 
terly resents it. She trots on over to 
M-G-M, and maybe she does a scene with 
Clark Gable, for The Hucksters. The re- 
sentment stops there. 

She’s also started Singapore, at Univer- 
sal, with Fred MacMurray, and she plays a 
great lady, which is a little out of h 
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in gold-hued metal 
jewelry-style cases. 


$ [ee PLUS TAX 


_ A new lipstick that is DATED 
—to assure you it is truly FRESH, with 
oils and color unimpaired. Goes on, stays 
on, better. The date is on each box. 


Aiptek Feifyue ~ Megat 


TIRED EYES THRILL TO 
SiFEEYE-GENE 


“Relievedin SECONDS! { DD, 


Wonderful EYE-GENE! Just 
‘two drops in your eyes that are 
tired or irritated from wind, 
glare, overwork, lack of sleep 
or smoke—will relieve, rest, 
refresh, clear them in seconds. 
Use it every day. EYE-GENE 
is positively harmless. 20¢, 60¢, 
ane $i in handy eye-dropper 
ottles at unt ORB RLTUNp 
Druggists £ SGroratced b> 
renee: Good Housekeeping 
nsist on Nv so 
EYE-GENE! ae 


High School Course 


Leute Many Finish in 2 Years 


Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course 
equivalent to resident school work—prepares for college 
entrance exams. Standard H.S. texts supplied. Diploma. 
Credit for H. S. subjects already completed. Single subjects if de- 
sired. High school education is very important for advancement in 
Peo and industry and socially. Don’t HS handicapped all 
e. a High School eee Start your training now. Free 
Buliete on request. No obligation. 
American School, Dept. HC14, Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37 


SELL 
With Biggest Line of-3 Z Misti 


Money-Saving Fast Sellers“ 
Start Earning Now—Full or EY, GC 
time. Show greatest value Name- Vy 
Imprinted Christmas Cards, 60 for My Hy 
only$1. Richcolorful designs, glorious 

papers, finest quality at this low pri 
Others at 25 for $1.00 and DeLuxe li 
WNoexperience. Alsomake big money with 


22 Big Value Assortments! | 
Smashing sellersin Christmas & Every- | 
day Boxes. Many Economy Assortments J Ny 
to sell at 50c retail. 
Gift Wrappings to sell 
-| for 90c. 12 new $1.00 
assortments. Barn 
cash NOW! Send for 


Weary, irritated 
One minute... 


Relieved, rested, 
cleared the next! 


She’s been a gun moll (The Killers) and 
a brassy dame with a heart of gold (The 
Hucksters) but never a cultured, refined 
creature with table manners, before. 

When she’s not at the studio, she’s usu- 
ally at her dressmaker’s. Every other 
week, she hauls over her eighteen skirts, 
and all her suits and all her dresses. 
Sometimes she wants ’em let out; some- 
times she wants ’em taken in. 

She loses and gains weight erratically, 
depending upon whether she’s in love, 


-whether she’s unhappy (she stops eating 


altogether, then) or whether the studio 
says, “Put on a few pounds.” 

The dressmaker glared at her, the last 
time she came in. “I’m so sick of looking 
at these clothes, I could die,’ she said 
flatly. 

Ava thinks maybe she’d better buy some 
new stuff. © 

Though where she’d put it in that thim- 
ble-sized apartment— 

Every so often, in a burst of optimism, 
she goes shopping for a house. Just a 
small house, she wants. She saw a doll of 
a house, sitting up on a hill. It was cute, 
but not palatial. 

“That’s for me,” she told herself, forth- 
rightly, and went on up the hill. 

The people wanted forty-three thousand 
dollars for it. “That’s not for me after 
all,’ she told herself just as forthrightly, 
and went down the hill again. 

Back to her little apartment. The place 
is so crowded, she has clothes stacked in 
the corners, and in suitcases, and people 
come in and do takes. “Where you going, 
Ava?” 

“Nuts,” says Ava shortly. “Throw my 
slacks off the chair, and sit down.” 

In all fairness to the apartment, it should 
be noted that one of the reasons there’s 
no room for clothes in the closet is simply 
that the closet is full of shoes. 

She’s got a passion for shoes that nothing 
but shoes can satisfy. If she sees a style 
she likes, she says, “I think it would be 
pleasant to have these shoes in many 
colors,” and straightaway has them. 

Some day, an enterprising shoe manu- 
facturer is going to set up an Ava Gardner 
Day. 

Incidentally, there already was an Ava 
Gardner Day in Wilson, North Carolina, 
where the Gardners live. The Killers was 
premiered there, and every store that ad- 
vertised in the newspapers ran a little pic- 
ture of Ava, in the ad. 


my day... 

Mrs. Gardner, who’s fecribly proud of 
her daughter, almost split her seams. Mrs. 
Gardner has definite ideas about what con- 
stitutes proper behavior from Ava, and 
last time Ava was home, she scolded her 
severely. “You go around the house with- 
out makeup, and those filthy saddle shoes,” 
she said. “Suppose someone came to the 
house?” 

“Suppose someone did?” 

Mrs. Gardner raised her eyebrows. “Cer- 
tain things are expected of people in your 
position.” 

Later that day, she borrowed her sister’s 
car, and after she’d been driving for a few 
minutes, stopped for gas. 

The man in the gas station looked her 
over. 

“Five gallons, please,” she said. 

The man took his cap off, and scratched 
his head. “You know who you remind me 
of?” he said. “The actress . . . Whatzer- 
name—Ava Gardner. Come from right 
around here, too, she did.” 

Ava sounded unimpressed. “I don’t 
think she’s very attractive.” 

This was too much for a North Carolina 
man to take. He told Ava off. About what 


a great little old actress Miss Gardner was, . 


to say nothing of her having been a local 
: en who did she think she 
pfeil ec ese ais Bossi, 


_her in the middle of a rhumba, yeu know. 


That gas statio ue 
her last New Year’s Eve, in 
he’d wanted to be See : 

She was wearing a white satin evening — 
gown, strapless. The top was dotted with 
green bugle beads, and the skirt was 
draped, and she carried a green satin ae 
with big white pearls. : 

Peter, who came to call for her, penned, 
and mopped his brow. — “Wow,” he said. 

quietly. “Wow.” 

When she does it up, she does it up right. 
The green eyes shaded, and the lashes dark 
and mysterious. The gown smooth, and 
tight. The perfume heady, the lady star- - 
touched. : 

Everywhere they went that night, people 
felt it. As she and Peter took the floor, . 
other couples edged away, and stood there 
watching for a few minutes, because this 
girl was really spectacularly lovely, a girl 
to make you wonder. 

On her more down-to-earth, sweater and 
skirt days, there’s a whole gang of kids 
including Mel Torme and Bob Wells, who 
go roller-skating, and bowling, and howl 
at old silent movies. ; 

Weekends, she plays badminton with 
Jay and Ruth Rosenthal, her lawyer, and 
his wife. She shows up for work en Mon- 
day lame and halt, and winces if anyone 
mentions muscles. 

The thing you've got to understand 
about this girl is that she isn’t easy to un-— 
derstand. You expect her to be a slinky 
siren, and she turns up talking badminton. 

It doesn’t prove anything, particularly. 
She can still slink, and if you’ve ever seen 


She doesn’t remind you of your mother. 

She went through a time when she was 
miserable, and she got too thin, and she 
stayed out too late, with too many people. 
That’s over now. 

She’s still young enough so this present 
healthy, outdoors routine may also be a 
temporary phase, of course, but from the — 
way Ava tells it, she’s become a happy- 
medium addict. 

As far as men are concerned, she likes. 
them. No denying that. She says there’s 
no big mad love in her life at the moment; 
she’s going around with a man named 
Irving Reis, who’s a swell egg. He’s in- 
telligent, he’s honest, he’s fun. Ask her 
any more, and she gives you a polite grin. 
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BUY 
If you have SIMPLE ANEMIA! 


You girls and women who suffer so 
_ from simple anemia that you’re pale, 
[ weak, “dragged out”—thismay be due 
to lack of blood-iron. So try Lydia E. 
f Pinkham’s TABLETS—one of the best 
home ways to build up red blood to 
get more strength—in such cases. 
Pinkham’sTabletsare one of the great- 
est blood-iron tonics you can buy! 


Lydia E. Pinkham’s TABLETS 


WWF: 
FeRce ENLARGEMENT 
e of your Favorite Phoro 
ae FROM FAMOUS HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS 


Just co get acquainted we will.make a beautiful 5x7 
enlargement of any picture or negative. Be sure to 
include color of hair, eyes and clothing and get our 
bargain offer for having your enlargement beautifully 
hand colored in oil and mounted in your choice of 
1’ handsome frames. Limit 2:to a customer. Please en- 
fs close 10c co cover cost of handling and mailing each 

Wy enlargement. Your original picture or negative will 
rT be returned with the FREE 5 x 7 enlargement post- 
paid. Act aow! Offer limited co U.S. A. 


HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS 
\ 4021 Santa Monica Blvd., Dept. 326, Hollywood, Calif. 


Allergic Skin? 


In cosmetics, too, phy- 
sicians know best. Ask 
vous doctor about AR-EX 

osmetics. At Jeading 
drug stores. Write for ™, AR-EX 
FREE BOOKLET: “New: 


Facts on Skin Care.” Cosniztics 


| ee FOR SENSITIVE SKINS 
| : AR-EX COSMETICS, INC., 1036-JIVI W. Van Baren St., Chicago 7, Ill. 


LEG SUFFERERS 


Why continue to suffer without attempt- 
ing to do something? Write today for New 
Booklet—‘‘THE LIEPE METHODS FOR 
HOME USE.” It tells about Varicose 
Ulcers and Open Leg Sores. Liepe Methods 
used while you walk. More than 40 years of 


| 

| s Success. Praised and en- 

E ' dorsed by multitudes. FREE 

_ LIEPE METHODS,3284N.c Ave. 

4 Dept. H-25, Minganae. Uece cae y BOOKLET 
o 


Z 
x 
~ 
N 


soso 


FOR SELLING 100 ASSORTMENTS 
iTMAS 


of 21 gorgeous CHRIS CARDS worth, 
10c to 25c each. Sells $1.00—profit_up to 50c. SEREEY 
Sample box on approval, 75 money \ xo 4, $1, 


makers. Special Offers. WRITE TODAY. 
HEDENKAMP & CO., 343 Broadway, Dept. T-9, New York 13, N. Y. 


LEARN AT HOME 


TO BE A PRACTICAL NURSE 


4 You can learn practical nursing at home 
n spare time. Course endorsed by phy- 
icians. Thousands of graduates. 


, HIGH SCHOOL NOT REQUIRED 


A; idl) “Ud while learning. 
Men, women, 0 60. Easy tuition 
= CHICAGO SCHOOL OF RS 

Dept, 238, 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago 11, III. 
ge send ist 


Pi et and 16 sample lesson pages. 


On the set and in her work, she’s co- 
operative. She takes direction easily, be- 
cause she feels she needs it, and that’s 
what the man’s getting paid for. He’s trying 
to make her look good, and she knows it. 

Ava developed a healthy respect for 
Clark Gable, while they were making The 
Hucksters, too. 

For one thing, he’s got no temperament. 
There was this scene, a simple scene— 

Ava opened the door and said, “Hello.” 

Gable was supposed to say, “Hello,” and 
give her a once-over. The old Gable take, 
long, intimate, and loaded with charm. 

They must have shot that thing twenty 
times, and Ava kept thinking, why doesn’t 
he get mad? 

He never said a word. 

He used to tease Ava about the way one 
of her low cut gowns-was fastened to her 
skin with toupé tape, for benefit of the 
Johnston office. 

“They taped my ears back with that 
stuff, a long time ago,” he said, grinning. 

Every once in a while, some character 
will come on the set and go up to Ava with 
a gleam in his eye. “What’s it like to kiss 
Gable?” 

She’s toyed with the idea of telling them. 
It would go something like this: “Well, 
first you think about the lights. And then 
you think about whether it’s your good 
side or your bad side. And then the cam- 
era starts rolling, and you think about 
your makeup, and the whole kiss is faked, 
anyhow.” 

She never says it, though it’s true. She 
just looks at the questioner, and smiles 
shyly. “It’s very nice to kiss Mr. Gable.” 

She’s quite a kid, this Ava Gardner. In 
The Hucksters, she plays Jean Ogilvie, the 
singer, who’s in love with the hero. She 
came from the wrong side of the tracks, 
and she has all the answers, and she’s a 
nice babe who knows she’s beaten before 
she even begins. 

There’s one place where Gable comes up 
to Ava in the picture, and asks her where 
she’s singing now. 

She tells him the name of the place. 
“Why don’t you drop by, later on?” 

Clark shakes his head. “I don’t think so.” 

“Oh, don’t be that way,” Ava says. “You 
won't find anything better than me be- 
tween now and then.” 

The fadeout comes, at that point, but as 
Mr. Gable walked off the set, he was heard 
to remark, “You’re so right!” 


| SAW IT HAPPEN 


Robert Alda was 
doing a personal 
appearance at the 
N.Y. Strand The- 
ater and my friend 
and I were very 
comfortably set- 
tled in the front 
row. Mr. Alda 
went through his 
fa pi rehearsed routine 
of singing, telling 
jokes, etc. Then he announced sud- 
denly: “I will now do an impersona- 
tion of Dennis Morgan and Jack Car- 
son.” He had gone into the wings to 
remove his coat, when, from the other 
side, two men strolled casually to the 
center of the stage. The screaming 
and laughing of the audience soon 
became deafening. For the two men 
on the stage were actually Dennis 
Morgan and Jack Carson, both of 
whom were in town and had decided 
—as a lark—to surprise Bob Alda— 
and the Strand audience. 
Lee Garber, 
Brooklyn, N.Y. 
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Tose fous an R E D U Cc E i 


* Jost four inches 
around the_ hips 


and three inches 
around the waist- 
line. It’s amaz- 
ing.”” Mary Mar- 
tin, Long Is. 


most any part of 
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SPOT REDUCER 


Like a magic wand, the “Spot Reducer” obeys 
your every wish. Most any part of your body 
where it is loose and flabby, wherever you 
have extra weight and inches, the “Spot Re- 
ducer” can aid you in acquiring a youthful, 
slender and graceful figure. The beauty of 

J 2 this scientifically designed 
- Reducer is that the method 
is so simple and easy, the re- 
sults quick, sure and harm- 
less. No exercises or strict 
diets. No steambaths, drugs 
or laxatives. 


Thousands have lost weight 
this way—in hips, abdomen, 
legs, arms, neck, buttocks, 
ete. The same method used 
by many stage, screen and 
radio personalities and lead- 
ing reducing salons. The 
“Spot Reducer” can be used Hi 
in your spare time, in the iy 
privacy of your own room. | 
It breaks down fatty tissues, 
* tones the muscles and flesh, 
and the increased, awak- 
/ ened blood circulation car- 
| ries away waste fat. Two 
| weeks after using the “Spot 
Reducer,” look in the mirror 
and see a more glamorous, 
better, firmer, slimmer fig- 
ure that will delight you. 
You have nothing to lose 
but weight for the “Spot 
Reducer” is sold on a 


16 dress to a 
size 12° with the 
use of the Spot 
Reducer. Tam 
glad I used it.’”’ 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
with a 10-DAY FREE TRIAL 


ee 


If the “Spot Reducer” 
doesn’t do the wonders 
for you as it has for 
others, if you don’t 
lose weixht and inches 
where you want to 
lose it most, if you’re 
not 100% delighted 
with the results, your 
money will be re- 
turned at once. 


ie Bee acs 
Marie Hammel, New 

York, N. Y., says: 
“I used to wear a 
size 20 dress, now I 
wear size 14, thanks 
to the Spot Reducer. 
It was fun and I en- 
joyed it.” 


MAIL COUPON NOW 
© 980000 0000059000000890909 


The “Spot Reducer” Co., Dept. DM-2, 
871 Broad St., Newark, New Jersey. 


Send me at once, for $2 cash, check or 
money order, the “Spot Reducer” and 
your famous Special Formula Body Mas- 
sage Cream, postpaid. If I am not 100% 
satisfied, my money will be refunded. 
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VETO Colgate’s Antiseptic 


Deodorant, checks Underarm 
Perspiration, Stops Odor—Yet is 


Doubly Safe! 


_ Safe for Skin! 
_ Sate for 

* Clothes! 
Keeps You Oatnty ! 


Says EDNA HINES: 
Registered Nurse 


Only VETO Contains DURATEX, exclusive new safety 
ingredient! Veto is different from any other deo- 
dorant... Does zot rot clothes. Safe for any normal 
skin. Stays moist in jar, never gritty, rubs in easily. 


. Use doubly safe Veto regularly to guard daintiness 


—and to check underarm per- 
spiration, stop odor safely. 


DOUBLY PREFERRED! 


Registered Nurses who have 
tried Veto prefer it almost 2 

\ tol over any other deo- 
| dorant, accordingto . 
y) a nation-wide survey. 


COLCATES 
NEW DEDOORANY 


AMAZING NEW 
Pocket or RADIO! 


Purse Size 


SMALL AS A PACK OF 
CIGARETTES 
Weighs only a few ounces—Beau- 
y tiful black chrome plastic case. 
*¥ Uses new crystal diode. Hi-Q- 
slide dial. No tubes, batteries 
or electric ‘‘plug-i ns’” required! 
Receives local broad dcasts and 


GUARANTEED TO PLAY 


when used according to instructions sent 
with each radio! You can use it at home, 
in many offices, hotels, cabins, in bed, 
ete.—lots of fun—real entertainment, 
SEND ONLY $1 00 (cash, money order, check) and 
a pay postman $2. 99 plus de. 
livery fees on arrival or send $3 aoe for postpaid de- 
livery. Complete as shown ready to play with self- 
contained erode phone. For gif nfldven will love 
it—grownups too! An exceptional value—order yours 
and enjoy the many good radio programs coming! Don’t 
be without your Pa-Kette Radio another day! ‘All for- 
eign orders $5.00 U. S. cash.) 


Pa-Kette Electric Company, Dept. MM-8, Kearney, Nebr. 


Sell Smart Christmas Cards 


Earn good profits taking orders for Per- 
sonal Christmas Cards with name im- 


printed. Seo Oe zelatives, , busi- Personal 
ness people. Samples. No experi- . 
anee: ree EXTRA money with stunning New Christmas 


Assortments — Religious, Christmas, Everyday, 
etc. Special plan for lodges, clubs, church groups. 
WRITE NOW! 


Cards Mant 


50 il 


Send for your samples TODAY. 


WETMORE & SUGDEN, Dept. B-77 
749 MONROE AVE., ROCHESTER (2), N.Y. 


All kinds. Highest prices paid for jewelry, 


Z rings, spectacles, gold teeth, diamonds, sterling 
ity, Silver, etc. Cash mailed promptly. Write for 


». FOR REPEATED USE. 


SMOOTH FINISH 
INSIDE AND 


ue SHAIR DOWN 


| by 


LITTLE MAGGIE COMES TO TOWN 


(Continued from page 67) 


The day of Margaret’s 
been a sane and respectable publishing 
company completely lost its head. 

All the editors brought their children 
to work. All the artists did the same. The 
President of the company knocked off at 
four o’clock, and tore out of his eleventh- 
floor office crying, “Corsage!” 

He’d run down two flights before some- 
one pointed out that the elevators both 
worked. His mind was on an orchid for a 
lady. 

It was like the mad tea party from Alice 
in Wonderland. It was a place of business 
turned into a howling, teeming kinder- 
garten. It was, in miniature, what had hap- 
pened to the entire city of New York. For 
Margaret set the old town on its ear. _ 

Take the lobby of the Waldorf-Astoria. 
If you dare. The Waldorf-Astoria (where 
Margaret and her mother and her. aunt 
stayed) was expecting Mexico’s President 
Aleman one afternoon, and officials began 
methodically to clear the lobby. 

They probably swept out any number 
of Vanderbilts and Astors, but they stopped 
at Margaret. “You may stay, Miss O’Brien.” 

Miss O’Brien beamed broadly, showing 
braces. 

One half hour behind schedule, Presi- 
dent Aleman arrived, with a dozen ner- 
vous F.B.I. men in tow. 

He was heading for the elevators, when 
he caught sight of Maggie, and he veered. 


good neighbor policy... 

For ten minutes, he talked to her in 
Spanish, and she was so flabbergasted, she 
couldn’t say a single word, even though 
she knows a few. 

Margaret caused more traffic jams than 
you could shake Mayor O’Dwyer at. 
Every time she came out of any place, 
a million kids would fall into a sort of 
Pied Piper march and follow her. 

She saw Finian’s Rainbow, one day, with 
M-G-M’s Bill McCormick, and after the 
show, they hailed a cab. : 

As they drove off, Bill pointed out the 
back window. “See the kids in that next 
cab? They’re following you.” 

“Oh, dear,” she said, like a little old 
lady, “I wish they wouldn’t waste their 
nickels on me.” And then, not at all like 
a little old lady: “They could buy candy 
with that money!” 

Bill’s the man who used to get forty 
phone calls an hour asking if Margaret 
would pose, or make a speech, or say 
she ate spinach. If the request was for 
charity, he could be pretty sure Margaret 
would go along. 

She’s done a lot of work for the New 
York Infirmary Drive; she did a radio 
show for Catholic Charities, she appeared 
for the Damon Runyon Cancer Fund, and 
one night when she was walking down a 
hall in the Waldorf, someone asked her if 
she’d mind stepping inside for a picture 
to help a Wayward Boy’s fund, and she 
stepped inside gladly. 

But there were actually a few days, 
back before the news spread, when Mar- 
garet roamed around New York unrecog- 
nized. It all started with a pair of glasses— 

Margaret’s a fan of a series of magazine 
stories concerning a child named Violet. 
Violet is difficult. She’s precocious, and 
intellectual, and she even goes to a psy- 
chiatrist, and drives him crazy. 

Violet—to get to the point—wears horn 
rimmed _ spectacles. 

‘And on this trip, Margaret intended to 
play Violet. When she got. he” 
on Saturday, she hi 


visit, what had 


eS Er, Murphy,” said Marga 
th - dignifi a 


. going to throw me into the street.” 


by the other. 

“Glasses,” she said. 

They hied them to one of the wdc a 
finest places in the city, for taking care of 
such matters, and Margaret spent some — 
time studying frames. 

Finally, she settled on the ones she 
wanted, and the courtly old gentleman 
who was helping her smiled paternally. 
Thee are twenty-five dollars,’ he 
sald. : 3 

“In that case—” began Gladys O’Brien, 
and Margaret hastily searched further. 
After she’d chosen some compromise horn- 
rims, the old gentleman said, “And now, 
your prescription—” 

Margaret shook her head. “I haven’t 
any prescription. I just want the rims. 
You see,” she said gently, “I’m being 
Violet.” 

At that stage, the old gentleman wouldutt 
have cared if she was Infra-red. He 
wrapped up the frames pathetically. The 
world is in bad shape, when little children 
come in and— 

Sunday, the day after Margaret’s ar- 
rival, she went to the circus im Madison | 
Square Garden. 

She was still Violet, with her ames} 
on her nose, and a painfully prim expres- 
sion on her mouth. The circus peeple had 
turned the President’s box over to her, 
but nobody in the audience realized who 
she was, except for one couple sitting 
directly in back. ; 

They wrote a note: “Are you Margaret 
O’Brien?” and when she said yes, some 
surrounding kids caught on, and they 
bought Margaret some ice-cream. u 

After that, she bought them pink circus 
candy. 

Once the circus was over, Aunt Marissa 
studied her closely. , How do you feel?” 

“Fine, thank you.” 

“You had six pink cotton candy sticks,” 
Aunt Marissa said. “I counted them. And 
you had a hot dog, and half a soda-pop, 
and a box of crackerjacks. Your mother 7 


Margaret closed her eyes dreamily. “ 
think I love Emmett Kelly.” : 

Emmett Kelly’s the great clown, and 
for him, she took off her glasses. 


monkey-shines . . . = 


She also took off her glasses for. the | 
monkey man, but that was to intimidate | 
him. The monkey man comes out in an | 
ape-skin, and climbs up the boxes, scaring | 
the occupants out of their wits. 

When Margaret saw him. approaching, — 
she grabbed off her disguise. “If he thinks | 
I’m in the movies, maybe he won’t pick on | 
me,” she said trustingly. 

He didn’t, either. | 

Death- defying acts that made other — 
people bury their heads held no terror for }¥j 
Margaret. Since her mother had ‘been a & 
circus performer, she kept up a lively | 


commentary on circuses in general. Every [B: 
time a new act came on, Margaret would 
scream. “My mother used to do that!” j 
Her tone implied, “Only better.” . ) 
The very next day, Margaret—or rather, 
Violet—was strolling along Fifth Avenue, } 
when she noticed a familiar face. Hysteri- }/\ 
cal, too. When the face composed itself, |’ 
and approached, she saw it was attached | 


_to her good friend, George Murphy. E 


“Hey, Grandma,” he said. “What big | 
eyes sou have! And such seine enor | i 
em! 


Tie aera 
(SCALY SKIN TROUBLE) 


“DERMOIL 


Prove it yourself no matter 
how long you have suffered 
or what you have tried. 
Beautiful book on psoriae 
sis and Dermoil with 
amazing, true photo- 
graphic proof of results 
sent FREE. Write forit, 


SUFFERERS 
FROM 


rate: 
'S 


one, 
ually 


Are You Satisfied With 


YOUR NOSE? 


Ngpeay eee’ waGig Seapel aoce, Wdieawured 
cappe. y a_ba Shaped nose, di 
features or plernisiie: YOUR NEW FACE 
IS YOUR FOR’ 

geon shows how si 

model’? the unbeautiful nose, take years 
off the prematurely aged face. Book 
is sent, postpaid, in plain wrapper—only 


FRANKLIN HOUSE, Publishers 
- 629 Drexel Bidg., Phila., Pa. Depr. 14-R 


WHY DOWT YOU WRITE? 


Writing short stories, articles on homemaking, business, 
hobbies, travel, local and club activities, etc., will enable 
you to earn extra money. In your own home, on your own 
time, the New York Copy Desk Method teaches you how to 
write the way newspaper women learn—by writing. Our 
unique ‘“‘Writing Aptitude Test’’ tells whether you possess 
the fundamental qualities essential to successful writing. 
You'll enjoy this test. Write for it, without cost or obligation. 
WETERANS: This course approved for Veterans’ Training. 
_ NEWSPAPER INSTITUTE OF AMERICA 
‘Suite 571-M, One Park Avenue 


New York 16, N. Y, 


FRIENDLY SOCIAL VISITS BRING YOU 
BIG CHRISTMAS CARD PROFITS 


33 DIFFERENT BOXES - ODD CARDS 21/2¢ UP FREE 
Show top quality 2l-card $1.00 Christmas 

assortments. Also Currier and Ives, Jewel SAMPLES 
Etchtone, Oilettes, Religious, Gift Wrap- | 50 for $1 00 
ping, Humorous boxes as low as 30c each. PERSONALS 
Send at once for FREE CATALOG and 
FREE SAMPLES 25 and 50 for $1.00 per- 
sonals, name imprinted Stationery and special feature $1.00 
assortznent ON APPROVAL. Special Offers. Cash bonus. 


(NEW ENGLAND ART PUBLISHERS, Box E, North Abington, Mass. 


WHIRLING SPRAY 
Eo SYRINGE 


Z $7? Women. 
At DRUG COUNTERS THROUGHOUT THE WORLD 
fee Booklet. Maryel Co., 60 East St., New Haven, Ct. 
WANT TO EARN MORE MONEY ? 


jarn SILK S 
||| ated Book explains how my 
jur Own successful business or tra 
is well paid, pocrOWaer Advertising Field. Learn and 


LEARN 


MILLINERY 
4 AT HOME 


a Design and make exclusive hats under | 
personal direction of one of America’s 

| eed *~ noted designers, Complete materials, 

‘i \cks, ete., furnished. Every step illustrated. You make 

\Jusive salable hats right from the start. Begin a prof- 

4})ble business in sparé time. Low cost, easy terms. 

|, LOUIE MILLER SCHOOL OF MILLINERY 

10 \§ North Wabash Avenue, Dept. 188, Chicago 1, III. 
fase send me your FREE catalog describing your training 

/1se in professional millinery. 


Two blocks further along, she bumped 
into Harold Lloyd. “Young lady,” he 
thundered, “I: like you very much, but 
you can’t use my trademark!” 

That was just about the end of Violet. 
By then, New York knew Margaret was 
here, and New York. was in full pursuit. 

The syndicate which is going to publish 
Margaret’s column, “Growing Up,’ gave 
a big party at the Waldorf. 

It was a lovely party, and Margaret 
showed off her new portable which un- 
folds into a typewriter, a tripod to set it 
on, and a little side table. 

One of Maggie’s next-door neighbors 
at the Waldorf was a man named Collett 
Solberg. He’s charming, lives in Rio, and 
is a director of the Socoma Engineering 
Company (which built the Natal airport.) 

Mr. Solberg, talking to his four children 
via long distance phone, happened to 
mention that Maggie was breathing the 
air of the very same hotel, and got a some- 
what frantic reaction. 

“If you don’t meet her,” the children 
said, “you needn’t bother to come home.” 

So he met her. And he spoke to the 
kids again, a couple of days afterward. 
“T met her,” he said. 

“Buy her a present,” chorused the chil- 
dren. “From us and you.” 

The present he bought looked like a 
red leather shoulder strap bag, but the 
bag part is really a radio. . 


singing with bing... 

Radios are a big thing with her, lately. 
She guest-starred on Bing Crosby’s pro- 
gram, and suddenly she’s a musical de- 
votee. She’s given up “Superman” for 
concertos. 

It began when they told her she was 
supposed to sing on Bing’s show. She’d 
never sung a note in her life—but she’s 
agreeable. 

The show was being worked over in 
a suite at the Waldorf. A lot of people 
were sitting around; some writers, a couple 
of musicians. And when Margaret tried 
to sing, she was pretty terrible. 

Her mother thought she might be ner- 
vous. “Maybe if everyone would leave me 
alone with her—” 

Fifteen minutes later, Margaret was 
okay. Now she’s interested enough in 
singing so that she may study voice. 

Some of Maggie’s New York high-points 
were getting an autographed baseball from 
Mel Ott, and going backstage after the 
Fredric March play, and catching Carmen 
Miranda at the Copacabana’s early show. 

Half-way through Carmen’s act, Mar- 
garet forgot she was enjoying herself, and 
began to sigh. 

“What’s the matter?” Gladys asked her. 

Margaret sighed again. Dolefully. “She’s 
not wearing her banana hat.” 

Next day she got an apologetic telegram 
from Miss Miranda. 

This is an exciting year for Margaret. 
After New York, comes Bermuda, and 
then, later, England, to do a picture. 

Its The Secret Garden, with Claude 
Jarman and Dean Stockwell, and Clarence 
Brown’s going to direct it. 

Maggie pesters her mother frequently. 
“When were in England, can we go to 
Ireland? May we go to Ireland, I mean? 
And see our relatives?” 

“Surely,” Gladys says tolerantly, won- 
dering if Margaret really wants to see the 
relatives, or if she’s going to investigate 
the legend about leprechauns. With Mar- 
garet, you never know. 

Tkere was a man from the London Daily 
Pictorial who found that out, when he in- 
terviewed her at the Waldorf. 

“What do you want most to see in 
England, Miss O’Brien?” he asked. 

Without batting an eye, she told him. 
“The crown jewels and Vivien Leigh. 


| Vivien Leigh first.” 


BE THE GIRL OF HIS DREAMS 


a beautiful; natural-looking 


CGrlden (Etndey 


Transform your hair into a shining halo of 
soft, golden tresses. Use Nestle Lite — the 
new, revolutionary hair lightener. 


Contains a golden conditioning oil which 
makes your hair-softer and more lustrous as’ 
it brightens it—in contrast with products 
which make the hair dry and brittle. 

Delightfully scented—easy and pleasant to 
use. Wonderful, too, for use on arms, legs 
and face. Nestle Lite lightens dark hairs. 
permanently and quickly At all drug stores, 
$1.00. Made by Nestle—originators of per- 


manent waving—Meriden, Conn. 
Selling Guaranteed 
YO ( Children’s Shoes 
Big opportunity, tremendous 
Act nev... ene hard working: 
HY VC inp-tothe-store.« . Atno extra 
cost 
$40 to $50 


© Yestle TES 
PER WEEK! 


( 


GET SPECIAL FREE OFFER! 
Limited number of Free selling kits available. Avoid 
delay. Send in TODAY for your opportunity to a 
future of security., Send post-card to: 


DEPT. S-2, BOX 232, KNOXVILLE, TENN. 


Show Friends Smart New-§ IN 
HRISTMAS CARDS CASH 
For Selling Only 


50 CARDS WITH NAME $1.00 
Start earning now. Selling 50big-value 
50 Boxes of 
21 Cards For $1 


21-card $1.00 Christmas Assortments pays 
you $25 cash, Easy extra profits from com- 
lete line 22 different assortments; DeLuxe 
Reanodengs Also get FREE Samples of 
name -imprinted Christmas Cards at, 
50 for $1 and 25 for $1 retail. Request 
21-card box on approval. Write today. 


PHILLIPS CARD CO., 816 Hunt St., NEWTON, MASS. 
HOLLYWOOD TYPE 
PERSONAL CARDS 


PLAIN OR PANELED $ I .00 


NAME ONLY 
Wigington, Box 1581-E, Hollywood, Calif. 


Made to der 


Exquisite handmade ladies pocketbook zipper attach- 
ment with name engraved and hand painted rose, 
carved into beautiful transparent plastic, which can also 
be used as a keychain, Send $1.00 plus postage with 
each order and money refunded if not fully satisfied. 


PLASTI-ARTCRAFT CO. 


22-20 35th Street, Long Island City, N. Y. 


HOME SERVICE SHOE CORP.. 


— 


———————— 


Se 
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SMOOTH SAILING WITH 


ASTHMADOR 


Jf summer means agony to you 
—if pollen-laden breezes aggra- 
vate your bronchial asthma — 
take a new lease on life with Dr. - 
R. Schiffmann’s ASTHMADOR. 
Just ignite ASTHMADOR powder 
or an ASTHMADOR Cigarette, and 
let those pleasant, aromatic 
fumes penetrate congested pas- 
sages. Notice how they help 
make breathing easier, aid in re- 
ducing the severity of your par- 
oxysm. Enjoy summer vacations 
—you can get ASTHMADOR any- 
where —take it everywhere. No 
costly sprays to buy, nothing to 
take internally. No wonder 
Asthmatics have made ASTH- 
MADOR the leading inhalant 
treatment! Sold under a money- 
back guarantee. You can’t lose — 
and you've a lot of welcome 
relief to gain! 


Now She Shops _ 
Cash And Carry 


Without Painful Backache 

Many sufferers relieve nagging backache quickly, 
once they discover that the real cause of their trouble 
may be tired kidneys. 

‘The kidneys are Nature’s chief way of taking the 
excess acids and waste out of the blood. They help 
most people pass about 3 pints a day. 

en disorder of kidney function permits poison- 
ous Matter to remain in your blood, it may cause nag- 
ging backache, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loss of pep 
and energy, getting up nights, swelling, puffiness 
under the eyes, headaches and dizziness. Frequent or 
scanty passages with smarting and burning some- 
times shows there ig something wrong with your 
kidneys or bladder. 

Don’t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s Pills, 
a stimulant diuretic, used successfully by millions 
for over 50 years. Doan’s give happy relief and will 
help the 15 miles of kidney tubes flush out poison- 
ous waste from your blood. Get Doan’s Pills, 


INHALANT 
TREATMENT 


AMAZING! MAKE $25 


selling 50 boxes 21 for $1 Xmas Cards. 
Also 50 and 25 for $1 embossed with name 
on. Samples on approval. 


MERIT CARD CO. 


70 WILLIAM ST., DEPT. A, NEWARK 2, N. J. 


ee Work COLORING PHOTOS 


7 Fascinating vocation learned at home by those 
UG q with aptitude. Thrilling pastime. National method 
= Le ASU brings out life-like colors. Free booklet r 
3 NATIONAL PHOTO COLORING SCHOO! 
EASY TO LEARN 1315 S. Michizan. Dept. 236-C,Chicazo S 


Be Your Own MUSIC Teacher 


LEARN AT HOME THIS MONEY. SAVING WAY 


Simple as A-B-C. Your lessons consist of real selections, in- 
stead of tiresome exercises. You read real notes—no ‘*num- 
bers’’ or trick music. Some of our 850,000 students are 
band LEADERS. Everything is in print and pictures. First 
you are told what to do. 
Soon you are playing popular music. 

Mail coupon for our illustrated Free Book 
and Print and Picture Sample. Mention 
your favorite instrument. U.S. School of 
Music, 1448 Brunswick Bidg., N.Y. 10, N.Y. 


Then a picture shows you how. 


FREE 


BOOKLET 


U.S. School of Music, 1448 Brunswick Blidg., N.Y. 10, N.Y. 


Please send me Free Booklet and Print an i 
I would like to play (Name Instrument). Pea SEEN 
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“JESSIE” FOR SHORT 


(Continued from page 54) | 


off on tour. His contracts, made months 
in advance, couldn’t be cancelled except 
by an act of God. Ordinarily, Betty and 
Vicki would have gone along. When it 
comes to parting, the Jameses might still 
be honeymooners... 

But since travel was out of the question, 
Betty consoled herself with plans. Plans 
to surprise Harry. The ranch house had 
never been papered. She’d have that 
done—buy some new furniture—get the 
old stuff re-upholstered. Make the Beverly 
Hills place shine. All neat and methodical, 
everything down on a list where you could 
check it off. On such a day the cleaners 
would pick up the drapes. On such.a day 
the rugs would be gone over, and the floors 
waxed. When all that was finished, she’d 
buy the baby’s outfit, and be ready to wel- 
come Harry without a thing on her mind. 

Vicki had been born prematurely. They’d 
taken Betty off in an ambulance. This time 
would be different. “This time,” she said, 
‘T'm going like a lady—” 


mamas always know... 


For Monday, May 19th, her list read: 
REPLACE LINENS. She and her mother 
drove to a Beverly shop and whiled the- 
afternoon away among tablecloths and 
sheets. Betty felt fine, but Mrs. Grable 
was taking no chances. Call it a hunch. 
For a week or so she'd been staying all 
night at the James house. 

The evening passed uneventfully. They 
listened to Inner Sanctum and The Whis- 
tler while Betty pasted family snapshots 
into an album she’d bought that after- 
noon, By 10:30 the household was asleep. 
Next morning the nurse washed Vicki’s 
hair, Betty rolled it up as usual, and Vicki 
—as usual—sat herself under her little 
dryer with a magazine. Just like the other 
ladies. 

Betty’d made an appointment to have 
her own hair done later. “How do you 
feel?” Mrs. Grable asked. : 

“Wonderful.” : 

“Then I think I'll run home and attend to 
a few things, and I'll see you later.” 

“No hurry, Mother. It’ll be a quiet day. 
Just the hairdresser, and tonight some of 
the girls are dropping in for gin rummy.” 

It was 9:30 when Mrs. Grable left. It 
was 11 when her housekeeper answered the 
phone, and came running. “Betty says 
please hurry. She thinks it’s the baby.” 

Where she’d left peace, Mrs. Grable 
found turmoil. They’d phoned Dr. Harris. 
They'd been told to call an ambulance and 
get Betty right down to Cedars of Lebanon. 
Meanwhile, she’d been trying to reach 
Harry, who was staying with a friend near 
Atlantic City. He’d just left the house. 
“Please see if you can’t find him,” Betty 
was half sobbing into the phone. “Tell him 
I think the baby’s coming—” 

The face she turned to her mother was 
bathed in perspiration. But it wasn’t the 
pain that worried Betty. “Oh, Mother, 
what’m I going to do? The ranch isn’t 
finished and everything here’s in a mess 
and my hair’s so dirty—and my poor 
baby!” Her voice broke on a wail, “He 
won't even have a shirt to come home in.” 

Pretty soon even the shirt didn’t matter. 
With. Vicki, the ambulance had bowled 
along at 40. This time they hit 70, while 
the sirens screamed. Up front, Mrs. Grable 
nearly lost her mind. On top of everything 
else, they seemed to be hurling motorists 
right and left. She hid her face in -her 
hands, and the yell of the driver failed to 
soothe her. “Think nothing of it, Mrs. 

you 


4 


At Cedars, only husbands are allowed | 
on the surgery floor, and Betty’s mother | 


was obviously no husband. She’s a small 
person and the soul of good humor, but 


when they tried to stop her, she became | 


a lion . : 
“I never met a good rule that didn’t 
have its exception. Harry’s out of town 
and Betty’s all by herself. Somebody’s got 
to be there, and. that somebody’s me.” — 
She made her point. For three hours, 
barring a couple of intervals, she stood at 
the surgery door. Now and then she’d go 
down to report to Mr. Grable, waiting on 
the floor below. At 1:15 Harry’s frantic 
call came through, demanding the doctor. 
“He’s all ready to operate,” she told 
him, trying to keep the quavers out of 
her own voice. “Said to tell you every- 
thing’s fine, and it’]] be about an hour.” 
Exactly one hour and five minutes later 
a. Turse appeared with the baby. “It’s a 
ir ” $ ag 


“How’s Betty?” Ag 
“Okay, but don’t expect her out for a 
while.” hw $ 
Before she could more than peek at her 
new granddaughter, Harry was on the 
line again. 
“Well, Jessie James is here,’ Grandma 
announced. - : 
“No kiddin’!!” 
“I haven’t seen Betty yet but they tell 
me she’s fine.” : at 
An audible gust of relief from Atlantic. 


City. If Harry’d wanted a boy, you’d never | 


have been able to guess it. “When can 
I talk to my wife?” 

“Call back a little later and I'll let you 
know.” ie 

But that final hour before they wheeled 
Betty out seemed the longest of all. She 
was conscious, though groggy. “It’s a girl, 
Mother. Did you see her?” 

“Yes, and she’s beautiful.” 

“But Harry wanted a boy.” 

“Tve talked to Harry. All he gives a 
hang about is that you and the baby 
came through it.” 

Her lids fluttered with weariness but 
the blue eyes smiled. “No kiddin’,” Betty 


| SAW IT HAPPEN 
In September of 


way home to Ha- 
wari from a hos- 
pital in New York, 
when I stopped 
over in Minneap- 
olis, Minn., to pay 
a short visit to 
George Grim, pop- — 
ular radio com-— 
mentator and 
news columnist. In Mr. Grim’s office, 
we were talking of things in general, | 
when a beautiful girl—charming and 
sweet—walked into the room. I was 
flattered to be introduced to Vivian 
Blaine. Gladly, I joined in the conver- 
sation. About 15 minutes later, Miss 
Blaine said goodbye and gracefully 
floated out of the room. Then, Mr. 
Grim asked me, “How did you feel— 
talking over the radio with an ac- || 
tress?” “You mean—you mean—I was 


Blaine?” I stammered—and 


nearly 
passed out! ER Ss 


1) 


1945, I was on my | | 


talking over the air with Vivian |f, 


| BRUSH AWAY 


GRAY 
HAIR 


— ... AND LOOKIO 
YEARS YOUNGER 


® Now; at home, you can quickly tint telltale gray to 
natural-appearing shades—from lightest blonde to dark- 
est black. Brownatone and a small brush does it—or your 
Money back. Approved by thousands—Brownatone is 
guaranteed harmless when used as directed. No skin test 
needed. The principal coloring agent is a purely vege- 
table derivative with iron and copper salts added for fast 
action. Cannot affect waving of hair. Lasting—does not 
wash out. Just brush or comb it in. One application 
imparts desired color. Simply retouch, as new gray ap- 
pears. Easy to prove on a test lock ‘ot your hair. 75¢ 
and $1.75 at druggists. Get BROWNATONE now, or 


Write for FREE TEST BOTTLE 


Mention natural color of your hair. Send a post card 
today—BROWNATONE, Dept. 298, COVINGTON, KY. 


\TRAIGHT LEGS 


Let Phillips of Hollywood Help You 


Many cases of bowlegs and knock-knees may 
now be improved. Large hips, heavy thighs, 
thick calves and ankles—streamlined! Thin 
legs developed and contours made sleek and 
lovelier! Fat knees reduced! Feet and arches 
strengthened! A remarkable new course! 
Don’t be embarrassed by ugly legs! Send 
$1.00 TODAY for ‘‘Straight Legs and Beauti- 
fying the Legs’’—or order c.o.d.! _Satisfaction 
or money back. 


PHILLIPS, Lal M-41 
418 W. G4th St. Los Angeles 3, Calif. 


eo THESE BIG MOWEY MAKERS “228 


Be Saye you this Big Box of Home Products 
FREE F.0.B. Factory to show friends and 
neighbors. Low Prices and Money-Saving 
~ Premium Offers. No experience needed to 
start paek ing Good Money. Rush name for 


6} ~ outfit to 
~» Blair, Dont. 360-cCP - Lynchburg, Va. 


training and BDO renee in art. STATE ee 
Training Available Under ‘‘G.1.’’ Bill 


STUDIO 808 H, WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART 
{115—J5th ST., N. W., WASHINGTON 5, D. C. 


Mosquito- Other Insect rhe 


Relieve the itching caused by insect 

, bites, athlete’s foot—other itching 
troubles. Use cooling, medicated 
D.D.D. Prescription. Greaseless, stain- 

g less. Quiets itching fast. 35c trial 
bottle proves it—or money back. Ask 
your druggist forD.D.D.Prescription. 


Take easy, profitable orders for 

Hand Processed Christmas assortment, 

% Religious and Everyday cards. Friends, re- 

latives, business people buy on sight. Noex- 

perience needed—make calls spare time orfull 

V Boost earnings with 50 sores and 25 for$1 

mos Name-Imprinted Christmas card = SEHE name 

SF for samples today. COLONIAL ST DIO Inc. 
ummer St., Dept. 39-W, Yl EES Rimmer Sk, dept, 59-W, Holyoke, Mass Mass. 


POTS. 


To be well groomed, check 
clothes for spots—Get the Muftif 
bottle. Mufti gives you not 1, 
but 4 tested cleaning ingredi- 
ents...cleans so many spots 
from so many fabrics—in a jiffy! 


whispered before she finally fell asleep. 

She was still sleeping when Harry called 
back, so he talked to the doctor. “Shall I 
fly home?” 

“What for? Betty’s fine, the baby’s fine, 
Mrs. Grable’s looking after things, you’d 
only have to turn around and fly right 
back. Finish your job and then come 
home.” 

Next time he called, Betty was awake, but 
still weak enough to shed a couple of 
tears. “I’m so sorry I didn’t have a boy 
for you, darling.” 

His answer is off the record, but it 
brought a lovely radiance to her face. 
Cradling the phone, she stole a glance at 
her mother. “I’ve got news for you, Mrs. 
G. Your daughter’s married to the sweet- 
est guy in the world.” 

Right off the bat the papers started 
yelling for pictures, but Twentieth said 
nothing doing for two weeks. Betty her- 
self wanted pictures of the baby, “Just for 
Harry, else he'll never know how she 
looked when she was born.” 

She’s only five days old as this is 
written. Though she came ahead of time 
like her sister, she couldn’t have been 
quite so far ahead. Because Vicki was 
born bald, whereas Jessica’s pate was 
covered with blond fuzz.’ She weighed 
the same, too. Her mother grew quite 
indignant with one of the papers that put 
her down as 6:04. “They knocked ten ounces 
off my baby,” she protested. 

They haven’t washed Betty’s hair yet, 
so she wears it braided and looks like a 
kid herself in the high necked, long 
sleeved shorties she gets from Juel 
Park—rose and blue and white with red 
piping. The room is drowned in flowers. 
From Tyrone Power came a basket of 
rose buds, with a little wooden gun stick- 
ing out. “To one Jessie James from an- 
other Jesse James.” All alone on the 
dresser stand the red roses Harry sends 
his wife every day. Twice a day he phones. 
Each night Betty marks off another date 
on the calendar, bringing her closer to 
June 11th. 

That’s how things stood when this was 
written. By the time you read it, Betty’s 
hair will be shining and her home spot- 
less. Jessica will be snug in the nursery, 
her trousseau complete, and Vicki moved 
to what once was the upstairs music room. 
Even the ranch house may be finished 
by then. 

“By then,” Mrs. Grable laughs, “the 
Jameses will be together again, and the 
rest won’t matter.” 


MIRAGE IN MINK 


(Continued from page 53) 


or less free. She figures she still has a 
long way to go before she’s a completely 
well-rounded and delightful human being, 
but at least she’s on the track. 

Up until recently, she hadn’t time enough 
to analyze herself anyway, she’d been 
working so hard. 

Here’s a vague resume: 

She made You Came Along, and The 
Strange Love of Martha Ivers, and then 
went to London on a publicity jaunt. She 
flew back from London to New York, 
hopped a plane in New York for Los 
Angeles, had a generally horrible trip, 
and got in seven hours late, at six a.m. 

At ten the same morning, she was to 
report to Columbia for Dead Reckoning. 

She reported all right, but her mind 
wasn’t with it. Her mind kept formulat- 
ing ads to be run in the lost and found 
columns, concerning her stomach. 

Like this: “Stomach—Come home. I will 
treat you right.” 


CORN BAD? 
FEEL SAD? 
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BLUE-JAY sctieves’s wavs: 


Stops shoe pressure—its soft Dura-felt 
pad relieves pain instantly! Curbs surface 
pain, thanks to Blue-Jay’s exclusive anes- 
thetic Nupercaine! Loosens hard “‘core’’ 
with gentle medication—you just lift it out in 
afew days! For Sreater relief get Blue-Jay. 
“America’s Largest Selling Corn Plaster.” 
*Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. by Ciba 


/ (BAUER & BLACK) | 


Division of The Kendall Company 
Chicago 16 


© _@Gnon 


uae lovely eyelashes 


s and Models — 
sraashes that every 
yelashes add so muc 

, You too, can 


long silky 
ling of sing 


“ong - Lavk 
333 N. Michigan Ave., Suite 528-KI 
Chicago, iil. 


AMAZING *‘OILETTE’’ CARDS 
MAKE Like costly oil paintings. Designsnever 5 
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cashaprofit. Also Stationery. 20 other money-making assort- 
ments sell at 60c to $1. Samples on Approval. Write today. 


PURO CO., 2801 Locust, Dept. 75K, St. Louis 3, Mo. 


MAKE MONEY 


selling our DeLuxe line of Cosmetic Creams, 
Face Powder, Medical Preparations, etc., 
to your friends and neighbors. A Free Bot- 
tle or Jar mailed to any address to prove 
how gdod it is. No experience necessary. 

KING MFG. CO., Dept. 22, St. Louis 3, Mo. 


Send Wow fee 


FRE CATALOG of 


Hollywood Styles 


Big,new Hollywood Fashion Catalog 
g of screen styles in dresses, slacks, 
Suits, blouses, icckets © Gift ideas, 
housewares, men’s wear, tool! 


Send one dime (no stamps) to cover 
mailing and handling charges. 


BETTY CO-ED of HOLLYWOOD. Depr. F-96 
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Dead Reckoning turned out to be de- 
lightful, however. Partly because it had 
Bogart. Bogart was good for Lizabeth. 


He likes people, and he’ll dig around to. 


find out what’s motivating them. Besides 
which, he’s a fine actor, and a helpful one. 

The bad actor on the Dead Reckoning 
set was Lizabeth’s wisdom tooth. Every 
so often, Lizabeth would check in all 
swollen up, and some wise character’d 
jeer, “What happened, you walk into a 
door?” 

“No,” she’d say sweetly. “Mr. Bogart’s 
been beating me.” 

The pain used to come and go, and after 
a while it just came and stayed, and Liza- 
beth had to take three days off and get the 
tooth pulled. : 

She spent the time away from the studio 
making a present for Bogie. In the pic- 
ture, his name was Rip, so she got a little 
tiny coffin, and put the wisdom tooth in 
it, and printed R. I. P. on the cover. She 
thought it was rather brilliant of her. 

The day she reported back for work, 
she walked onto the set, and was immedi- 
ately approached by Bogart, and John 
Cromwell, the director. 

They advanced toward her, brandishing 
the biggest, ugliest saber tooth she’d ever 
seen. It took both of them to hold it, 
almost. 

“We got something for you,” they said 
proudly. “We thought you might like to 
keep your tooth as a souvenir, so we went 
over to the dentist, and he let us have 
it.” 

“He let you have it!” Lizabeth said, awe 
and hysteria mixed in her voice. “I ought 
to let you have it—” 

Then, meekly, she held out her little 
gift. “Have an anti-climax.” 

Bogart roared. 


skin of her tooth... 


Lizabeth proceeded to get the whole 
cast and crew’s autographs on her saber 
tooth, and afterwards, she had it shel- 
lacked, and she now displays it on her 
mantel, where it looks simply hideous. 

It was a good thing Lizabeth enjoyed 
Dead Reckoning, because she certainly 
lived with it. At the end of the day, when 
other actors were going home, she was 
going off to wardrobe, to have fittings, and 
test fabrics. At lunchtime, when other 
actors were eating, she was going off to 
‘wardrobe some more. 

She’d rationalize, wildly. “Eating makes 
you fat; sleep is for children.” By the end 
of the picture, she could have enjoyed 
being fat and childish. 

Two days after Dead Reckoning wound 
up, she went into Desert Fury. 

Desert Fury featured Burt Lancaster 
and John Hodiak, but while Lizabeth ad- 
mires them both, she goes around talking 
mostly about a boy named Wendell Cory, 
who was a Broadway hit in Dream Girl. 

It was during Desert Fury that Burt 
Lancaster was married. 

Lizabeth talked it over thoughtfully, 
with a friend, some time later. “In the 
morning,” she said, “he had to make a 
passionate love scene with me. In the 
afternoon, he went off and got married.” 

“Well?” said the friend. 

“But it’s happened to me before,”. Liza- 
beth persisted. “Bob Cummings and I had 
a passionate love scene in You Came 
Along, one morning, and that afternoon, 
he went off and got married. What is 
there about me that drives men to other 


- ‘women’s arms?” 


“Garlic?” The friend said significantly. 
“In the ads, it’s almost always garlic.” 

Lizabeth was brooding. “Next, I made 
a movie called I Walk Alone. You think 
it’s spite-work?” 

When I Walk Alone was finished, Liza- 
beth sat back and talked nastily to herself. 
ou 2” she said. 


crazy. You need a vacation.” 
As Groucho Marx once observed, “It’s 

pretty hard to be wrong, when you an- 

swer your own questions.” 

~The next thing Lizabeth did was an- 

nounce to Paramount that she was going 

to Mexico City. : 
After which she took off for New York. 


She spent ten days in New York, before . 


she broke down and called up the studio, 
and by that time, she’d had enough of the 
city. 

She’d seen her old friends, who’d mar- 
ried, and had children. Once, they’d all 
traveled the same casting-office-to-Wal- 
green’s-to-casting-office route together, 
and now here they were with one kind of 
life, and here she was with another. 

There was the night one of the girls 
looked at her wistfully. “You’re lucky,” 
she said. “You got what we all wanted. 
What’s it like?” 

And Lizabeth, trying to be truthful, 
spoke slowly. “It’s nice,” she said. “I don’t 
want to kid you, or myself. When you 
work hard, it’s nice to get paid off. But 
in a way, I envy you. Id like to be mar- 
ried, and have a family. I get lonely—” 

The girls smiled. “You can be lonely 
for more than people—” 


MODERN SCREEN 


- my good man!” 


"| lost my gum." 


“But never as much,” Lizabeth said. 
It was a strange ten days. She walked 


| along Fifth Avenue, and the sleek, bright 


windows that had. haunted her were simply 
sleek, bright windows now. 

The excitement was gone. 

“She remembered the dramatic school, 
and the pavement pounding, and the place 
called Piazza, where you got bread, spa- 
ghetti and coffee for twenty-five cents. 

If you didn’t have the quarter, you 
smiled at the man, and paid him when you 
could. ; 

Lizabeth wondered whether the Piazza 
was still going, but you can’t say to people 
who are taking you to El Morocco, and the 
Stork, “I know a little place where there’s 
spaghetti.” 

To be truthful, the whirl was enjoyable. 
Lizabeth dated Helmut Dantine several 
times. He’d been in the Tallulah Bankhead 
play, which had just closed, and they were 
old friends. 


As a matter of fact, last year, some col- 


umnist said they were about to be married. 
“They'll get one Jook at us together, and 
claim we’ve been married the whole » 


- Helmut decided Wie es 
They were w oe : 


slacks, when she’s loafing, and ; 


-thinks fan clubs are wonderful, and that 


Lizabeth laughed. “T wol a 


“Nobody asked you,” said Helm it 
why?” ie atts 

She stopped short, and gestured behind | 
them. There was a whole flock of young 
girls scampering at Helmut’s heels, making 
adoring noises. 

“Too much competition,” Lizabeth said, 
“From your claque.” 

Lizabeth herself collected a following 
one afternoon. She was going from the 
Gotham, where she stayed, to the Sherry 
Netherlands, for cocktails, and the first 
thing she knew, she had a howling en= 
tourage. 

It embarrassed her. She'll sign auto- 
graphs when she has time, but she can’t 
figure out what possible pleasure anyone 
gets from studying her name. 

And while she doesn’t approve of fans 
trailing actors around the pavements, she 


the kids put out fine magazines, and work 
very hard. She has lunch about once a 
month with her own fan club in Pasadena, — 
and she says it’s thrilling. a 

In New York, Lizabeth had a reunion 
with her mother, and her sisters, and they 
all talked at once, gaily, the way families | 
do, and later, when Lizabeth was alone | 
with her mother, the conversation got 
more serious. 

“Are you happy?” her mother said. 
Lizabeth nodded. “Quite happy. And 
I’m still trying to learn things.” 7 
Her mother looked puzzled, and Lizabeth 
went on. “A long time ago, you told me 
whatever I learned, I’d have in myself, and | 
thet} was the only thing I never could 
ose.” 5 
Her mother smiled. “That’s strange. I 

don’t even remember.” 
“T do,” said Lizabeth. “Now come see my 
chartreuse blouse.” a 
That blouse was the only article of 
clothing she bought in New York. ~ 
She had gone to Saks Fifth Avenue in 
search of a chartreuse blouse, only it had 
to be a very particular one, and nothing | 
that she saw pleased her. j i | 
The saleslady trotted out the hand- | 
somest stuff in the place, and Lizabeth 
shook her head. “No, thank you. I think | 
not.” S| 


bargain hunter... 


And then she caught sight of a rack 
packed with clothes, and the sleeve of what FF 
was surely a captivating chartreuse blouse 
daneled invitingly from the middle of the | 
rack. | 

She made a dash. ; me | 

“But Miss Scott,” said the saleslady | 
plaintively. “That’s a reduced rack!” —ssi| 

“T love bargains,’ Miss Scott murmured 
soothingly. 707 Sst arta 

Lizabeth caught a few of the Broadway 
shows. She saw Joan of Lorraine, and 
the Helen Hayes play, and Finian’s Rain- 
bow, and she loved them indiscriminately. 

Still, toward the end of her visit, she | 
was anxious to go home. A holiday is 
lovely, but it’s no way to live. : 

At home, when Lizabeth’s working, she’s 
up at 5:30 am., home by seven p.m., fin- 
ished eating, and in bed, shortly thereafter. | 
She has a maid who fixes dinner for her | 
three nights a week, and she herself is | 
learning to cook, because she thinks it’s 
important. : 

It’s part of the new personality develop- §j 
ment course she’s set for herself. Along § 
with cooking go French lessons, and bal- | 
let lessons, and voice lessons. : 
~ She lives in what she calls “half a house,” 
and she wears long cotton skirts instead of 
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7 ouldn’t you jump at the chance of earning 
p to $18, $20 and $25 a week in spare time? 
Vell, here it is—the quick, easy way to make 
nis good money in odd hours—in your own 
eighborhood — and, besides, get this Fall’s 
»veliest dresses for yourself without a penny 
f cost! Just imagine! You invest no money! 
‘ou simply take orders when and where you 
lease for FASHION FROCKS — gorgeous 
\«clusive styles of exquisite fabrics, unbeliev- 
aly inexpensive—as low as $3.98. For every 
ile, you get paid in cash on the spot. And, to 
yp it off, you get your own smart Fall dresses 
as a bonus besides your cash earnings! 


‘No Canvassing — No Experience Needed! 


ow can we make this wonderful offer? Be- 
(use more representatives are needed right 
| 


Desk 52054 
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Everything Free — But Delay May Be Cost 


penings have been going fast ever since the first announce- 
ent of Constance Bennett's FASHION FROCKS. Don’t risk 
issing out on this astonishing offer. Decide to use your spare 
jurs to pay you a rich reward—in a pleasant, dignified way. 
eyelop a steady group of regular customers, who buy from 
it season after season. Mail this coupon now to reserve valu- 
ile Style Presentation Portfolio sent FREE. No obligation—and 
ace to pay. Just paste coupon to postcard and mail it today. 


ly! 
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Cincinnati 25, Ohio 


“THESE LOVELY FASHION FROCKS WERE 
INSPIRED BY CREATIONS | DESIGNED FOR 
MY PERSONAL WARDROBE AT $200 TO $300 

EACH. | AM HAPPY TO OFFER THEM AT A 
TINY FRACTION OF THOSE PRICES!” 


|. ... Glamorous star of stage, screen 
* and radio, one of the world’s 10 
best-dressed women, she designs ex- 
clusiyely for FASHION FROCKS. 


aa 


Get Your 


Own Dresses 


Without a Penny 
of Cost 
AS AN EXTRA 


best-dressed women.” Miss Bennett, famous 
for her unique style sense, now designs exclu- 
sively for FASHION FROCKS. Her Holly- 
wood-inspired creations will thrill millions of 
women. Be the one to present these exciting 
dresses to your friends and neighbors. Remem- 
ber, they can’t be bought in stores, so people 
must come to you if they want to be admired 
in stunning Constance Bennett originals. 
FASHION FROCKS carry the famous Good 
Housekeeping guaranty seal. You can make 


good profits without previous experience. 


Our special cooperation plan helps you to ex- 
ceptional earnings like these:—Marie Patton, 
Ill., earned an average of $28.84 weekly—Mrs. 
Claude Burnett, Ala., averaged $27.10 weekly. 
No wonder so many of our representatives 
bless the day they mailed the coupon below! 


Name. 


now to show a marvelous added feature of 
FASHION FROCKS-—sensational new styles 
personally designed by the lovely screen star, 
Constance Bennett, “one of the world’s ten 


Celebrating Our 40th Birthday This Year! 
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AS YOU LIKE IT 
A wearable gabar- 
dine classic that goes 
straight to your 
heart—and his/ 


SOAP ’'N WATER 
FABRIC 

that takes you places 

in traditional style 


FASHION FROCKS, INC. 
Desk 52054, Cincinnati 25, Ohio 
YES—I am interested in your opportunity to make money in 


spare time and get my own dresses without a penny of cost. 
Send me full information, without obligation. 


ing for any occasion. 


cone I Address. 
FIRST NIGHTER l 
A classic black dress l 5 
— demurely charm- | City. 
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CIGARETTE SHORTAGE 
WAS A REAL EXPERIENCE. 
| LEARNED THAT CAMELS 

SUIT ME BEST! 


THE WARTIME  \eam 
| 


More people are smoking CAMELS than ever before 


“The shortage taught me the big differences 
in cigarette quality,” says Miss Decker 


MOKERS everywhere shared your experience with 
cigarettes, Miss Decker. They too smoked many 
different brands . . . and compared. 

And millions found that experience is the best teacher 
... that for smoking pleasure you just can’t beat the rich, 
full flavor and the cool mildness of Camels. Thai’s why 
today more people are smoking Camels than ever before. 
But, no matter how great the demand: 


It wasn’t much fun, 
standing in line, tak- 
ing any brand you 
could get. But that’s 
when millions learned 
what cigarette suited 
them best — Camels! 


we We don’t tamper with Camel quality. Only choice 
tobaccos, properly aged, and blended in the time- 
honored Camel way, are used in Camels. 
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Winston-Salem, N.C. 


R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co., 


ee According to a recent 
Nationwide survey: 


More Doctors 
SMOKE CAMELS 


than any other cigarette 


Three nationally known independent research organiza- 
tions asked 113,597 doctors to name the cigarette they 
smoked. More doctors named Camel than any other brand. 
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T for Taste... 

T for Throat... 
Thats your proving ground for any 
cigarette. See if Camels don't 
suit your T-Zone'toaT” 


